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THE BKAES OF YAKROW. 



CHAPTER L 

IN THE FOREST. 

" The first flight of arrows the Foresters shot 

They wounded him on the knee ; 
And out spak the seventh Forester, 

The next will gar him die. 
Johnie's set his back against the aik, 

His f lite against a stane : 
And he has slain the seven Foresters, 

He has slain them a' but ane. 
He has broke three ribs in that ane's side ; 

But and his collar bane ; 
He laid him twafauld owre his steed — 

Bade him carry the tidings hame." 

Johnie o' Breadislee. 

Gilbert rode up the bank of Ettrick water 
as if purposing to go tJirough Gilman* 
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2 THE BRAES OF YARROW. 

scleuoh ; but this was merely to blind who- 
ever might be following him— for that he 
was followed he had no doubt. In reality 
he meant to avoid the glen, for, knowing 
that for some secret reason the dwarf was 
a partisan of the cause of Spens, he deemed 
his warning worth heeding. 

So' when he had got about a mile beyond 
Crosslee, he forded the current and took 
the west side of Dodhead, with intent to 
go by Hindehope to Selkirk, procure a 
fresh horse there, and then make straight 
for the capital. 

He had not, however, advanced more 
than half a mile after crossing the Ettrick 
when he heard the distant note of a bugle. 
Presently the signal was answered by a still 
more distant note. 

Suspecting that these sounds intimated 
the discovery of his change of route, he urged 
his jaded horse forward. The poor animal, 
aheady fairly exhausted by its lengthened 
journey, made a feeble effort to quicken 
its pace in obedience to whip and spur. 
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But the pace was little increased after all, 
and the extra exertion thus forced upon it 
served only to exhaust its remaining strength 
the sooner. 

The feet were lifted like weights and fell 
with dull thuds upon the turf. Gradually, 
in despite of fiercest promptings, the pace 
slackened and the gallop was barely as 
fast as a fresh horse might have trotted 
with ease. 

Now he began to hear the distant tread 
of a body of horse, which rapidly became 
louder— louder as the pursuers lessened 
the distance between them and the pursued. 
At length with the muffled sound of the 
hoof-treads was mingled the clatter and 
clank of armour. 

He had escaped an ambuscade, but it 
was clearly not intended that he should 
altogether elude his enemies — whoever they 
were. Upon the latter score he had little 
difficulty in coming to a conclusion ; although 
why Tushielaw should allow him to leave 
the tower unharmed, and then endeavour 
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to entrap him on the way, he could not 
understand. 

The sky was nnclouded, the air clear, 
the wind subdued, and the stars shed a 
soft Kght on hill and dale. The trees of 
the forest made long shadows on the ground, 
and beneath them was darkness. 

Finding that his pursuers were gaining 
rapidly upon him, he forsook the bridle- 
path and dived into the forest. About 
twenty paces into the darkness and he 
halted, intending to wait there till the 
pursuers had passed, when he might take 
to the hill again and avoid them by passing 
round the eastern side of Hindehope. 

The pursuers, about twelve in number, 
came clattering up and thundered by the 
place where their quarry lay concealed. 

" They are not likely to fash me again 
to-night," he thought, as he began to move 
out of his hiding-place. 

He checked himseK immediately as he 
discovered, by the sudden cessation of the 
sounds of movement, that the troopers had 
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halted. They had by some means become 
aware that their victim was doubling upon 
them. 

The mosstroopers had been made aware 
of this fact by a brace of sleuth-hounds, 
whose guidance they were following. The 
hounds had overshot the mark by about 
twenty ells at the place where Gilbert had 
turned into the forest, but, losing the scent, 
they turned and ran about, sniffing the 
ground and whining. 

By crossing the Ettrick, Gilbert would 
have eluded the hounds, the running stream 
destroying the scent, had not Ding-a'-doon 
followed him from the Tower, and marked 
his route. 

The giant wound his horn and so brought 
the men from Gilmanscleuch. Then he took 
the dogs across the water, put them on 
the track, and they pursued it unerringly 
till they reached the point where the prey 
had turned aside. 

A series of quick sharp yelps speedily 
aimounced to the mosstroopers that the 
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track had been discovered again, and the 
hounds darted into the wood. 

Gilbert, finding that there was no escape, 
prepared to yield his life as became a 
soldier. 

'* They shall pay dearly for it," he 
muttered, with his teeth set tightly, ''if 
this good blade will hold to its haft." 

He had halted in an open space where 
there was only spare room for three horse- 
men to stand together. He fastened the 
reins to the pommel of his saddle, and 
with sword in one hand, a petronel in the 
other, he awaited the attack, which was 
near, to judge by the loud crackling of 
branches and clank of armour. 

First came the hounds, yelling and 
barking furiously. One sprang upon him ; 
he fired his petronel right into its breast, 
and the animal rolled backward, dead ; the 
other scampered away howling in pain, 
mth an ear lopped off by one sweep of 
his sword. 

He dashed the empty petronel into the 
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face of the trooper who at that moment 
urged his horse into the space. The man, 
blinded and maddened by the pain, lost 
control of his horse, which bounded for- 
ward with him, and knocking his head 
against a stout branch tumbled him in- 
sensible to the ground. 

Gilbert struck his second assailant with 
such good efifect that the man fell for- 
ward on his horse; and as the animal 
stood obstinately still, it blocked up the 
space, rendering it impossible for more 
than one man at a time to attack in front. 
It was a brief respite. 

Then came Ding-a'-doon, roaring like 
an infuriated bear and cursing every tree 
in the forest for rendering his Jeddart axe 
useless. When he got into the space, 
however, where Gilbert awaited him, he 
obtained a tolerable sweep for it, and he 
brought it down with a giant's strength, 
expecting to accomplish his evil mission 
with one well-aimed blow. But, thanks 
to the darkness, his aim was not so sure 
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as it would have been otherwise, and 
thanks to the quick eye of Gilbert — some- 
what more accustomed to the darkness 
of the place than his opponents. By 
making his horse move one step aside, 
the blow was avoided. 

Ding-a'-doon had been so confident of 
the effect of his stroke that he nearly lost 
his balance, and before he could recover 
himseK, Gilbert took advantage of the 
opportunity to sever the pole of the axe 
with his sword. The giant uttered a growl 
of fary, and, standing in his stirrups, 
wielding his massive sword with as much 
ease as if it had been a feather, closed 
fiercely with Gilbert. 

The latter, although wielding a much 
lighter weapon, and although possessing 
much less pith of arm, was more than 
a match for his infuriated opponent, in 
his perfect coolness and superior knowledge 
of fence. He had, too, some advantage of 
position. 

Still, the great strength of Ding-a'-doon 
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and the help of his followers would have 
made the combat a brief one had not a 
slight diversion occurred at this juncture. 

The diversion was caused by the ap- 
pearance of a light moving rapidly among 
the trees. The mosstroopers had observed 
it, and, superstitious to a degree, instead 
of helping !Pate and finishing at once 
the work they had come upon, they stood 
still watching the light, marvelling at it 
and dreading its meaning, 

Ding-a'-doon was neither coward enough 
nor cool enough to think of calling to 
his men for aid — especially when dealing 
with an opponent whose light figure and 
youth he had hitherto despised. The 
power which this same despis^l opponent 
now displayed in keeping him so long at 
bay, despite his utmost exertion, inflamed 
his thirst for victory and added to his 
wrath. At every thrust parried, and every 
cut warded off, the giant became more 
and more passionate and blind. 

At length Gilbert pierced him under the 
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sword arm. The yell of rage to which 
Ding-a'-doon gave vent attracted the at- 
tention of his men, who in alarm for his 
safety for a moment forgot their super- 
stitious fears and turned to his assist- 
ance. 

Eddie Craig slipped from his horse, and, 
throwing down his axe, sword in hand 
rushed at Gilbert. But finding his cheek 
sliced by a side sweep of the foeman's 
blade, he thought of an effectual way of 
settUng the strife. He ran his sword up 
to the hilt in the side of Gilbert's horse. 

The animal staggered, but before it fell 
its rider leapt to the ground, and dashing 
in upon Ding-a'-doon, pierced him under 
the breastplate. 

The next instant he had placed his back 
against a tree to encounter Eddie Craig and 
Yetholm Will. The others were dismount^ 
ing and advancing upon him with axes up- 
raised, and the combat would have closed 
immediately in his death; but, when all 
hope had deserted him, the light which had 
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startled the Borderers at a distance was 
thrust between them and their victim. 

All the men drew back with a shout of 
alarm, and Eddie Craig cried — 

" The witch, the witch — Kirsty Hyslop of 
MerHn's Cairn." 

The appearance of the woman at that 
moment and in that place was startling 
enough ; but to men accustomed to think 
of her as one gifted with the supernatural 
power of the Evil Eye, of inflicting disease 
and death with a glance — to men accus- 
tomed to avoid her path as they would have 
avoided the plague — her appearance was 
more than potent enough to make them 
pause in the execution of their dark work. 

In her hand she held a blazing torch, 
which cast a red glare around the place and 
upon her own weird figure. She stood gaunt 
and erect, her unusually tall figure seeming 
at the moment actually to tower above the 
crouching forms of the men. As she gene- 
rally walked with bent shoulders, the ap- 
pearance of increased height added its 
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influence to awe the rude Borderers. The 
red kerchief wound about her head, a blue 
cloak falling from her shoulders, revealing 
a grey short gown and striped petticoat, 
contrived in her present attitude to give 
her form a certain wild grace. All this, 
with the sallow cheeks and dark eyes 
flashing angrily, rendered her a formidable 
opponent to the superstitious minds of the 
Borderers. 

*' Which of ye," she demanded, in sharp 
shrill voice that was echoed through the 
forest, ^^ which of ye will be the first to raise 
a hand against this man whom I protect ? 
Be he the strongest amongst ye he shall 
surely die." 

For a Httle while there seemed to be 
none of them wilhng to test the truth of 
her warning. Yet only two began to slink 
away ; the others remained as if frozen to 
the spot. 

The silence was broken by Yetholm Will. 

" Burn me, lads, but we may as weel dee 
at the hands o' the witch here as be swung 
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up by the maister when we get hame again, 
for being cowed by a woman and a single 
man, On them, lads, and doon wi' them." 

A shout was raised, and in accordance 
with their comrade's advice, there was a 
movement as if to renew the attack. 

"Hand a wee, hand a wee," interrupted 
the hoarse voice of Ding-a'-doon, now 
grown feeble, as if the bulky form was 
exhausted at last. 

In surprise the men looked in the direc- 
tion whence the voice came, and saw the 
giant lying, as it seemed, helpless at the 
feet of his horse. 

Yetholm Will and Craig, with a growl of 
amaze and rage, sprang to his side, and 
tried to raise him from the groun,d. 

"Ye needna fash yoursels about me, 
lads," groaned the exhausted Ding-a'-doon, 
*^ I'm bye wi' it. But it was in fair fecht ; 
and, damn it, but if he had kilt me twenty 
times, I'll say he's a braw chiel, an' didna 
get fair play. • . . I'm bye wi' it ; but let 
the chiel gang his gait, and* tell ye the 
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maister I said it. Bid him, if lie will, 
avenge me in fair fecht, but let ye the chiel 
gang — damn him; he's spoiled me." 

Ding-a'-doon's head fell heavily back on 
Craig's shoulder, and in the performance of 
the one really generous act which his blind 
stupidity and fidelity to his foster-brother 
permitted him to do in his life, Pate Scott, 
the giant, died. 

There was gloomy dismay upon the 
visages of the Borderers, for Ding-a'-doon 
had been Uked by them for his simpUcity, 
and admired on account of his extraordinary 
strength and dogged courage. To see him 
die now by the hand of a mere youth — one 
who was the foe of their chief, and whose 
death they had been sent to accompHsh — 
aroused their fiercest passions. Besides, 
they had some reason to dread the wrath 
of the master when they returned and told 
him what had happened. 

During this brief lull Kirsty Hyslop said 
in a hasty undertone to Gilbert — 

" Pick up your horn and wind a blast 
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loud as your lungs will blow — there may be 
Mends near by now." 

Gilbert picked up the horn which in the 
contest had fallen from Ding-a'-doon. 

" What signal ? " 

" The call." 

He put the horn to his lips, and as the 
sound rang through the forest Yetholm Will 
started to his feet. 

"Lads," he shouted, "we maun avenge 
the death of Pate Scott before we look again 
on Tushielaw Tower." 

The words were answered by a shout of 
assent, and the men rushed furiously at the 
witch and the man she was endeavouring to 
shield. 

Eecognizing that the speU of her authority 
was broken, and hearing the sound of a 
bugle at no great distance, she waved the 
torch round her head as if to serve as 
a signal to guide those who might be ap- 
proaching, and then dashed it upon the 
ground, extinguishing it with her foot. 

A moment of total darkness followed. 
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She seized Gilbert by the arm and dragged 
him away from the place. 

^' It is certain death to bide here," she 
hissed in his ear. 

He submitted, and she guided him by 
many turnings through the trees and toward 
the bridle-path. Tracked by the crackling 
of branches, they were closely pursued by 
the enraged mosstroopers, who with fierce 
oaths curst every obstacle to their vengeance. 

In the excitement of the pursuit none of 
them heard the fast-approaching hoof-treads 
of horses. 

When the fugitives passed out upon the 
bridle-path they were seen at once by the 
pursuers, who rushed at them with furious 
yells. 

But here they were encountered by seven 
horsemen, who laid about them with so 
much skill and good will that after a brief 
skirmish the tide of affairs was completely 
turned. The mosstroopers became the fu- 
gitives, and took to the shelter of the wood. 

They were not pursued far, and when 



IK THE FOREST. 17 

the gentlemen comprising the rescue ha€( 
gathered together again on the bridle*path^ 
Gilbert recognized Captain Lindsay himself 
and half a dozen Gentlemen of the Queen's 
Guard, who seemed to regard the whole 
affair as an excellent bit of sport. 

" Silence, gentlemen — silence ! " said the 
Captain, with his usual stem regard for 
discipline ; ** let us understand this matter. 
Whose men were these. Master ElKot, who 
attacked you ? " 

" Scott of Tushielaw's ; " and Gilbert re- 
counted briefly what had occurred, and in 
concluding said, " And now. Captain, may 
I ask by what miracle you and these 
good genttomen amyed so timely to my 
rescue ? " 

"By no miracle at all, but simply by 

learning that you were in danger; and 

obtaining one day's release from duty for 

myself and your friends here, who volun-* 

teered to share the journey and the sport 

with me, we started at our best speed. On 

the way we found that good woman — ^why, 
VOL. m. c 
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where, in the name of saints, has she gone 
to?" 

" She went up to the clouds on a broom- 
stick," exclaimed one gallant, laughing. 

" Wrong," said another ; " she disappeared 
into the earth in a blaze of brimstone." 

"Irreverent boys!" cried a third, who 
affected to be more serious than the rest, 
and was, in fact, the wildest of the party ; 
^^the old woman has transformed herself 
into a flea, has got upon Ogilvie's back, and 
means to ride him to the devil." 

"It is singular that she should have run 
away without the smallest acknowledgment 
of her services," said the Captain, pre- 
tending not to observe the licence of his 
little troop. " I presume whilst we were 
talking she sUpped into the wood and so got 
away unobserved. It is singular. However, 
you can borrow one of the horses of your, 
enemy, and as we ride along I will explain," 

Gilbert, sorry that Kirsty had so abruptly 
departed the moment she had seen him in 
safety, determined to seek her at Merlin's 
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Cairn and reward her in whatever fashion 
the strange woman would permit. He 
easily procured the horse of one of the dead 
mosstroopers, which was quietly grazing 
near the scene of the first encounter in the 
wood. «A8 he rode heside the Captain 
he received privately the explanations he 
desired, whilst his comrades followed, jesting 
and laughing gaily. 

"Just after you quitted the Castle, the 
servant of Lady Spens obtained admittance. 
He acquainted me that he had been told by 
a friend that Spens had been taken away by 
Scott of Tushielaw, and that he was to be 
slain. He said also that your journey, un- 
supported by men at your back, would end 
in your death, although you had the King's 
pardon in your pouch. He wanted to see 
Lady Mary Douglas to ask her help." 

" Why should he have sought her help ? " 
said Gilbert, innocently. 

" Humph 1 you should know best. At 
any rate, next morning her ladyship ap- 
pealed to the Queen-Eegent for assistance 
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and was refused. Then she came to me. 
I obtained leave, as I have told you already, 
and for her sake came to your rescue." 

" Thanks to her good ladyship and you." 

" They are all due to her." 

"I ^ I had something worthier to 
offer her." 

" Humph ! if I were a young man — but 
pshaw ! what am I saying ? Do not look 
in that quarter too often, Master EUiot, if 
you value your own peace." 

^^ I have looked too often already," thought 
Gilbert, but he kept the thought to himself. 

^' Well, on our way, as I was saying, we 
met this queer woman of Merlin's Cairn. 
She seems to have special information of aU 
that transpires in Tushielaw Tower. She 
conducted us to its precincts, but we missed 
you. The woman obtained intelligence of 
the direction you had taken, and that you 
were pursued, from a dwarfed creature whom 
she met at Crosslee." 

*' How were you so long behind her in 
reaching me ? ' 
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*^ She took the wood with a torch to show 
whereabouts she was, whilst we kept the 
path.'' 

Gilbert repeated his thanks for the service 
which had been rendered him, but Lindsay 
stoutly denied any claim to thenu The 
former then said gloomily — 

" How is it you do not ask about Spens ? '' 

Lindsay shook his head sadly. 

*' Because I know that he is beyond all 
need of help now." 

'^ What is it you mean ? " 

''That he is dead; and that Tushielaw 
was for some purpose deceiving you." 

The captain repeated the same facts 
which Tushielaw gave to Bsirras relative 
to the fate of Spens, and which he had 
obtained from Kirsty Hyslop. With a 
heavy heart Gilbert now acknowledged that 
his journey had been vain indeed, since he 
had allowed the precious pardon which had 
been obtained with so much difficulty to be 
stolen from him, and had by his own care- 
lessness been kept upon the road tUl, even 
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had he possessed the pardon, it would have 
been too late to save him. 

Captain Lindsay had evidently a very 
stem suspicion of his favourite's laxness ; 
but he refrained from expressing it at present. 
He divined that his young friend's own 
heart would scourge him too bitterly for the 
mishap to make any other chastisement 
needful or just. 

And his conclusion was correct; for 
Elliot's head was bowed upon his breast, 
magnifying his accident into a positive 
crime, until he felt as if he were already 
branded with the scorn and shame a wilful 
disregard for the life of his friend would 
have merited. 

*' Courage, comrade ! " whispered the 
Captain as they were entering Selkirk, and 
thinking now that a word of comfort rather 
than reprobation was needed ; " the blackest 
night may have the sunniest dawn." 

" Ay, but there can be no dawn to my 
night since Spens is dead." 

** Tush, man 1 the thing was beyond your 
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help. Think rather of finding the varlet 
who tricked you so. Then you shall make 
him pay rarely for his sport." 

" As sure as I have death to hide I toill 
find him/' said Gilbert solemnly, and leaving 
the issue of the finding to be inferred. 

" Have you any means of recognizing 
him ? " 

" I think I would know his voice, and the 
host at Peebles acquainted me that the 
man had a blue mark on the side of his left 
eye." 

" These are no very potent signs : a voice 
may be altered to suit occasion by those 
who have skill in its management ; and for 
the scar, why, you will find nine men out 
of ten bearing the stamp of some battle or 
brawl." 

" But this is distinct in hue and place." 

" Not so distinct but that you may pitch 
on the wrong man. Why, by the mass, I 
have already found one in my memory who 
bears the very mark." 

"Whom?" 
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" None but the new Lord of Binram, the 
fayourite parasite of Angus." 

^^ And to him my suspicion points as the 
knave." 

" Wherefore ? " 

" He was Spens's foe and mine* He 
tried, as you will mind, to hinder the grant 
of the pardon, and for some strange reason 
he seems to haunt me like an evil shadow, 
marring every hope I have most cherished." 

Gilbert narrated all he remembered of the 
scene enacted by himself and Barras in the 
dungeon of Tushielaw Tower. 

" Humph ! — there lies more behind this 
than we see. The clue to all that has 
befallen you lies hidden there." 

The Captain said no more at that time, 
but the matter occupied his serious thought. 
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CHAPTER n. 

THE TBOTH TO THE DEAD. 

** Thej made a bier of the broken bough, 
The sanch and the aspen graj, 
And thej bore him to the lady chapel 
And waked him there all day. 

*' Thej bnried him at the mirk midnight 
When the dew fell cold and still, 
When the aspen gray forgot to play 
And the mist clung to the hill. 

'' They dug his grave but a bare foot deep 
By the edge of tie Ninestone Burn, 
And the prayer they said was a vow to shed 
His slayer's blood ere mom." 

Old Ballad. 

When Captain Lindsay and his party had 
retired fiom the scene of the skiimish, the 
ronted mosstroopers raUied and with gloomy 
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visages returned to seek their fallen com- 
rades. 

Of the thirteen who had started in pursuit 
of Elliot, only five had escaped with whole 
skins, four were dead, and four more were 
badly wounded. It had been an unlucky 
night's work ; and the five — ^Eddie Craig was 
one of them — ^who proceeded to help their 
wounded comrades worked in grim silence. 
Not one of them spoke, for they were dis- 
heartened by their defeat, and entertained 
unpleasant forebodings of Tushielaw's wrath. 

With some difficulty they succeeded in 
securing their horses — excepting the one 
Gilbert had taken in exchange for his own 
dead steed. Two of the dead troopers were 
strapped on one horse, a third on another 
horse, and the giant body of Ding-a'-doon 
was hoisted to the saddle of the animal he 
had ridden so stoutly when alive-. 

"It's your last ride, Pate," said Craig, 
huskily, breaking the silence and apostro- 
phizing the dead horseman, " an' I wish it 
had been a merrier ane." 
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"He micht hae been weel as when he 
started the nicht if it hadna been for that 
domned witch's licht/' groaned Yethohn 
Will, who was pierced through the right 
shoulder. 

**Deil bum her," growled the Borderers 
moodily. 

The woTlnded were next placed in their 
saddles, strapped on and supported by their 
comrades. Then the procession moved 
slowly to the Tower. 

Their arrival was greeted with furious 
howls and loudly muttered oaths of ven- 
geance by the comrades of the dead moss- 
troopers. Three of the bodies were left in 
the court to be looked after by their own 
women-folk. But the body of Ding-a'-doon 
was carried upon a bier of Jeddart axes inta 
the hall. 

Tushielaw and Barras were thunder- 
stricken by the spectacle. 

Eddie Craig related all that had occurred 
truthfully enough in all particulars except 
with regard to the numbers and time of 
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arrival of the rescuers. Probably he spoke 
truth in this respect also according to his 
belief, for he had not had a chance to count 
their assailants, and his idea of time might 
well have been confused by the combat. 

He and those with him expected to see 
Tushielaw burst into one of his most un- 
controllable passions. They were, there- 
fore, considerably astonished when he simply 
motioned to them to retire. 

When all were gone save Barras, he 
advanced slowly to the corpse of his foster- 
brother and looked with a sort of grim 
sorrow on the ghastly grisly-bearded face. 
He gazed with a gloomy doubt troubling 
his soul, yet with a stern resolution in his 
bearing which conferred something of dignity 
upon him. So, with hands clasped and head 
bowed, he stood for a space. 

Barras, frowning and savagely gnawing 
the flesh of his finger-tips, his cunning eyes 
moving restlessly about the hall and occa- 
sionally glancing askance at the living and 
the dead forms near him, waited. 
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Tnshielaw looked up at last. 

" Well, are you satisfied yet ? Is this the 
hand of Fate, or merely chance?" he de- 
manded deliberately, as one labouring imder 
an earnest conviction. 

"Chance, chance, I say, for each man 
holds his fate in his own hands," was the 
uneasy rejoinder; for Barras could barely 
conceal from himseK that his faith in his 
own power was being shaken. 

*' And I say Fate, Fate, and no man may 
command his destiny ! " thundered Tushie- 
law. " But, be the power which rules these 
things what it may, your memory, Pate, 
shall not lie cold ; the woman Hyslop, witch 
though she be, and Gilbert Elliot, shall die 
for your sake before this armour quits my 
back — ^yea, though it should rust there and 
my bones rot in it. My hand is given to 
the dead in troth upon it." Solemnly he 
clasped the dead man's cold hand in his 
own ; then laid it almost gently down. 

A gleam of fiendish satisfaction flashed in 
the eyes of Barras, the crafty. 
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"And I join my troth with yonrs," he 
said, advancing and touching the breast of 
the corpse as he spoke. 

" Now scheme, for yon have a head for 
<5unning wUes ; and, be your scheme how- 
-ever bold, there is the hand that will 
despatch it." 

" Eest you here, then, till you have 
tidings from me. Trust me, you shall not 
tarry long." 

Barras took horse at once and set out at 
«, round pace for Edinburgh. 

Tushielaw summoned Craig and bade him 
:get some of the women-folk to help him in 
preparing the body for the grave. There 
was Kttle to do, for he directed that the 
giant should be buried in his armour as he 
had fallen. 

Then he retired to the turret-chamber 
and held no intercourse with any until the 
succeeding night, when the burial took 
place. 

Men, women, and children, aU who owed 
allegiance to Scott of Tushielaw, formed 
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in one long procession, with innumerable 
torches flaring and casting a lurid light for 
nules around. They bore the bodies of the 
chiefs foster-brother and the men who had 
fallen with him to the burying-ground at 
the old chapel by St. Mary's Loch. 

As the procession moved slowly through 
the night it seemed like a great fiery serpent 
trailing its length over hill, through vale, 
by wood and stream. The bosom of the 
loch seemed to be on fire with its reflection 
of the torchlight when the procession halted, 
stretching far along its margin. 

Prayers were said by a simple "book- 
man" — that was, a priest who for some 
misdemeanour had been expelled from 
orders, and who wandered about amongst 
the Border thieves ready to perform any 
ceremony of the priestly office for the 
biggest sinner, and the least in return for 
shelter and protection. 

Tushielaw had too long set the ministers 
of the Church at defiance, and too often 
made free with the belongings of her 
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sanctuaries, to obtain the service of any 
other man of sacred office ; and for the 
same reason the bodies had to be buried 
jnst outside the circle of consecrated gromid. 

The pit in which the mosstroopers were 
buried, one upon the other, and Ding-a'- 
doon uppermost, was speedily fiUed up. 

"Now for vengeance," said Tushielaw„ 
as soon as the last shovelful of earth had 
been emptied. 

He sprang upon his horse, and, followed 
by an encouragiug cheer from two hundred 
voices, he led fifty men away in the direction 
of Merlin's Cairn. 

The worthy bookman was refreshing his 
throat after his exertions with a draught of 
good strong ale, when Homie, riding upon 
the biggest horse he had been able to lay 
hands upon, trotted up to him. 

" Say, Mess Peter," he cried in his bel-- 
lowing voice, "will you scribe me an epi- 
dr aught." 

" Epi-draught, varlet ! " said Mess Peter „ 
withdrawing the flagon from his mouth 
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and smacking his lips with evident relish. 
" Epitaph thon'dst say." 

"Weel, weel, epi-dranght or epitaft, od 
wot it's a' ane to you." 

"Eight enow, my son, right enow; for 
I can take a draught of good ale with any 
man, and scribe with any other." 

" Then you shall scribe me this, and stick 
ower the banes of Pate Scott " — and Hornie 
recited with mock gravity these lines— 

" Here lies a big giant 
Wha was sae defiant 
He'd hae faced e'en the deil 
An' stood his gran weel ; 
Sae we ca'd him Ding-a'-doon, 
An' here he's a' dnng-doon. — ^Amen." 

" Out upon ye, sacrilegious son of a 
witch," shouted indignant Mess Peter, 
raising the flagon as if to heave it at the 
head of the offender ; but suddenly altering 
his mind to a more Christian frame, or 
thinking it a pity to waste good liquor on 
such a wretch, he applied the flagon to his 
own lips instead. With one of his loud 
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hoarse laughs, Homie set off at fall speed, 
and, like the evil spirit most of the folks 
of the country-side behoved him to be, with 
mirth on his Hp when there was gloom on 
every other brow, he disappeared in the 
direction taken by his master. 

Tushielaw found the shieling at Merhn's 
Cairn empty. The slender furniture had 
been removed and nothing but bare walls 
left, so that it was evident Kirsty had 
obtained knowledge of his intent. He beat 
the forest tiU noon next day; and then 
returned to the tower with his men, as far 
from the accomplishment of his vow as 
when he had set forth. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

THE GIPST LADDIE. 

** If tluB be true, thou little foot-page, 
If this be true thou tells to me, 
The brawest bower in Otterboume 
Shall be thy morning's fee. 

'^ But if it be false, thou little boy, 
But and a lie thou tells to me, 
On the highest tree in Otterboume 
Wi' my ain hands I'll hang thee hie." 

Battle of Otterboume, 

As Captain Lindsay had suspected, Kirsty 
Hjslop had taken advantage of the oppor- 
tunity afforded by his conversation with 
his young friend to sKp unperceived into 
the wood, and so avoid thanks for which 
she cared nothing, and inquiries which 
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might have been unpleasant. With a 
long masculine stride and firm step, which 
indicated her familiarity with the windings 
of the forest, she hurried to her bield 
at Merlin's Cairn. In the small square 
window of the shieling a white light was 
burning, and served as a beacon to the 
wanderer ascending the steep. 

When she entered the rude dwelling, 
the cheery blaze of a fire, upon which the 
fagots had been heaped prodigally, greeted 
her. At the same time a welcome was 
pronounced by the genial voice of honest 
Andrew Howie. 

" I'm glad ye hae come back, guidwife," 
he whispered; "for my lady, no satisfied 
wi' forcing me to bring her to this quarter 
— to the very lion's mouth as it might 
be — ^has ta'en the wildest cantrip in her 
head ever mortal body heard o'." 

Kirsty made no reply, but her usually 
dark and almost sullen visage became a 
shade darker. She closed the door and 
advanced to the hearth, where Lady Spens 
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was seated in the only chair the shieling 
contained. 

Her elbow rested on the chair, her cheek 
upon her hand, the other arm hanging 
listlessly by her side, the while she gazed 
with an air of weary abstraction at the 
fire. 

She wore a black velvet riding-habit, 
with a small white collar round the neck ; 
and the whiteness of the lace was more 
than rivalled by the deathly pallor of her 
face. 

''The young man is safe," said Kirsty, 
abruptly, after gazing an instant at the 
lady. 

The latter was startled by the voice as 
from a trance, and she looked up quickly — 
evidently ignorant of what had been said. 
Kirsty repeated her words. 

'* I am glad of that — I am glad of that ; 
Master Elliot has already sacrificed too 
much in our unhappy cause. Pray Heaven 
he may now forget us." 

"Ye speak, my lady, as one who was 
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done mth the world ; yet yon are yonng, 
and have still store of fair looks." 

Lady Spens raised her hand as if to bar 
farther speech. 

" Yonth and looks are alike valueless 
to me," she said in a sharp tone of pain, 
"since my goodman is dead." 

" Mayhap he lives — Hoinie bade me say 
Hope I " 

" Had he been living, I would have had 
some token from him by now." 

"Are ye so sure of that? Ye are not 
where he left ye, and who knows what 
ill-hap may keep him silent for a time ? " 

"My heart pleads with you; for I am 
like one drowning, and a feather on the 
wave quickens the hope that land may be 
near. But what feather is there on the 
waters of my aflliction to bid me hope ? 
Did they not see him fall, and does not 
Tushielaw boast of being the best marks- 
man of the borders? " 

"The best has sometimes missed his 
aim." 
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" All that I try — saints kno'W how hard I 
try — to believe. But I am none the less 
resolved to return to Edinburgh with clear 
proof that Spens is innocent of the crime 
attached to him, or I never return in life." 

" And to obtain those proofs what would 
ye do?" 

" Obtain access to the tower of Tushie- 
law." 

**What, trust yourself within the walls 
from which ye have already found it hard 
enough to escape ? " 

"Even so." 

" Why, then, to get in is an easy matter 
if ye are bent on it. Ye have only to 
send greeting to the king of the Borders, 
and say that ye have come to him now 
of your own free will. The gates wiU 
open for ye right speedily." 

She spoke mockingly, but the lady either 
understood that she was anxious for her 
safety or was too much depressed to resent 
the ill-timed jest. 

"You know my meaning, Kirsty," she 
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said calmly. " I would enter the tower 
of my hnsband's foe, but it must be in 
such guise that even those who know me 
best would fail to recognize me." 

The calm determination of her ladyship's 
manner impressed the witch-wife deeply; 
her tone of raillery and her sullen looks 
gave place to a tone and expression of 
earnest appeal. Clasping her long bony 
fingers, and stretching her hand towards 
the lady, she cried — 

** To ye and to the Master of Halstane 
I owe my life. Ye protected me when a' 
beside would have hunted me down and 
burnt me at the stake. Minding my debt, 
see me kneeling to ye, ready, for your 
sake, to give up the life ye have saved, 
and praying, for the sake of the Holy 
Mother, for the sake of the man ye love, 
dinna — dinna do this thing ; diima risk 
your life an' honour within the reach of 
yon accursed man." 

Lady Spens gently raised the old woman 
from her knees. 
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"I know, Kirsty, that it is your heart 
speaks, but you cannot alter my resolve. 
Were Spens alive — ah, would that I might 
dare to hope he is ! — there could be no rest, 
no safety for him, as there is none for me 
whilst this black cloud lowers upon our 
name. The pardon granted by the King 
is but a confirmation of guilt, siace it 
condemns him to exile. Better, then, to 
die in trying to remove the stain, than 
to drawl out a life of misery under its 
ban. I charge you, if you feel you owe 
us ought, help my purpose forward, not 
attempt to stay me. I am resolved upon 
the venture." 

" Since it is your ladyship's will. I maun 
obey," said Kirsty, with an air of stem 
submission. 

" Saints aboon ! " exclaimed Andrew, 
horrified, "is it possible that ye would ? " 

He was interrupted by an imperative 
gesture from his mistress. 

" You must be silent, Andrew, and care- 
ful; for to you I confide the charge of 
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my poor Alice should mischief befall 
me.'' 

Andrew was dumb and bewildered, 

" Ye will have to wait a day, and maybe 
two," said Kirsty, now in her habitually 
slow undertone, " till the storm of what 
has happened to-night be soothed. For 
the present we maun get ye a garb for 
your venture, and flit to some hiding- 
place. 

" A hiding-place ? " 

"Ay. Tushielaw will put on my spells 
the credit of having saved yon young man, 
and of killing his foster-brother, Pate 
Scott. So the hunt will be up against me, 
and ye cannot shield me this time." 

"Alas ! it is you who must shield me." 

" Do not fear that. There be many 
rare nooks in Yarrow Vale and Ettrick that 
even Adam Scott wots not of." 

"When must we leave?" 

"The signal for the hunt to rise will 
reach me ere a man quits the tower. We 
wiQ start then. Ye had better rest a wee 
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now, and I will prepare what things ye 
need to transmogrify a bonnie lady into 
a berry-faced laddie." 

She conducted Lady Spens "but" to ' 
the chamber in which Gilbert had lain 
during his illness, and left her there to 
sleep. 

Andrew dozed by the fire, dreaming all 
sorts of bad dreams, and starting up now 
and again to rush to the rescue of his 
mistress, who he deemed in imminent peril. 
But he only saw Kirsty Hyslop with her 
dark inscrutable face moving busily and 
noiselessly about, so he composed himself 
to sleep again. 

Early in the morning the signal Kirsty 
had anticipated arrived. A white dove 
alighted at the door, and under its wing 
Kirsty found, secured by a bit of cord, a 
wing clipped from a smaller bird. 

With Andrew's help, sl^e hurriedly con- 
veyed the principal pieces of the little 
furniture she possessed to a species of 
cavern near the foot of the cairn. Then 
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she aroused Lady Spens and acquainted 
her that they must^ go. The sun was only 
a little way on its course when the three 
quitted the shieling. Kirsty oaxried a 
bundle and led the way ; Andrew rode with 
sundry parcels attached to his saddle, and 
followed his mistress. He had serious 
doubts as to the manner in which all this 
queer work was to end. Sleeping in the 
house of a known witch, and then walking 
hand-in-hand with her, would have been 
to him not the least perUous part of the 
business had he not learned to regard Kirsty 
as a sensible sort of a woman, whether she 
was a witch or no. 

Kirsty proceeded down the stream, and 
waded part of the way in the water, so as 
to baffle the bloodhounds should they be set 
upon her track. She conducted her Mends 
in the direction of St. Mary's Chapel. 

Two hours after Tushielaw had returned 
in ill-humour from his unsuccessful hunt for 
the witch wife, Hornie the dwarf was seen 
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a.scending the steep in front of the tower, 
capering and shouting as if he were crazed. 
He was dragging behind him a young lad, 
round whose waist he had secured one end 
of a rope, whilst with the other end over 
his shoulder, he tugged the prisoner along. 

The luckless lad who was thus forced 
to accompany the dwarf seemed to be sadly- 
frightened by his captor, and unable to 
resist his superior strength. He was 
dressed in a somewhat ragged garment^ 
which had evidently belonged formerly to a 
man of broad shoulders and stout limbs, for 
it was much too big for its present owner. 
It was a forester's frock, which had once 
been of the Lincoln green, but its colour 
was now faded audits woof worn threadbare ; 
it was fastened round his body by a broad 
leather belt. His hose, however, were 
bright red, and seemed to be a recent 
acquisition. 

His visage was handsome, intelligent, and 
brown as a berry. 

His hair was short, curly, and jet black. 
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Altogether, Ms appearance was interesting^ 
and was that of a child of the woods. 

" Now, what prank is this the imp Hornie 
is playing?" growled Eddie Craig, as he 
observed the dwarf approaching ; " if that 
be not one of those spellmongering Egyptians 
that have settled of late in Yetholm, may I 
be hanged." 

" Which way will you go now, Satan's 
whelp ? " shouted Hornie, dancing into the 
court with his captive. " Aha ! I have ye 
fast, and ye shall go the way that pleases 
me ; haw, haw, haw ! " 

" You hurt me, master," said the boy^ 
meekly. " I will go what way you will an 
you will but jerk the rope less." 

"What seek ye wi' the laddie?" said 
Craig, striding forward. " Is he not one of 
the Egyptians ? ' ' 

" Ay is he, and my prisoner, whatever he 
be," retorted Hornie, pompously. " But he 
shall to the master at once, for he has a 
secret that will make him value my captive 
rarely." 
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" Whatis't?" 

" That's for our chiefs ear. Aha, ye 
gowks, ye marvel why I lag behind ye in 
the forest ; but I have found a prize this 
time that will make ye wish ye had lagged 
with me. Give way, give way." 

And furiously tugging his youthful 
prisoner after him, he pushed his way to 
the door of the turret-chamber, where 
Tushielaw was moodily pacing the floor, 
meditating upon his yet unaccomplished 
vengeance. Homie's loud demand for ad- 
mission caused the chief to open the door 
speedily. 

** What's all this steer for ? " he growled 
angrily, not observing the gipsy lad. 

The dwarf entered the chamber with an 
air of triumph and pointed to his prisoner. 

" That's what the steer's about, master." 

" Then what, in the fiend's name, do you 
make so much steer for anent so small a 
matter ? Why have ye brought the callant 
here?" 

*^ It is no small matter, master, as ye 
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shall learn ; and when ye hae learnt, ye will 
ten that I had good reason for bringing the 
laddie to ye." 

" What reason have ye to show why I 
should not scourge you for disturbing me ? " 

" My faith, gin I dinna show ye reason 
to reward me wi' something pleasanter than 
a scourging, ye may scourge awa tiU your 
satisfaction. This gipsy callant has seen 
the witch-wife, Kirsty Hyslop." 

*^ Ha ! say you ? Speak, lad : where have 
you seen the witch ? " 

" On Bowerhope Law," answered the 
young gipsy, timidly. 

*^ How long syne ? " 

" No more than three hours syne." 

^' Humph — ^if this be true ye shall have a 
piece of gold for your tidings, and a home 
at Tushielaw if ye please. What is your 
name ? " 

" Kaza." 

'^ An odd name, surely. Where come 
you from ? ' ' 

** Yetholm. My folk are resting there ; 
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they have journeyed a long way from the 
east ; but I remember only the green fields 
of England and the grey hills of your 
country, where I have lived most. Yester- 
day the father of our folk cudgelled me 
sorely because I had made free to eat a 
chicken he had intended for himself. I ran 
away, determined never to return to my 
tribe. I wandered through the forest to 
Yarrow, and went to sleep amongst the 
heather on Bowerhope Law." 
" Well, what saw you ? " 
" I wakened in the morning, and saw a 
big woman like my gipsy mother steahng 
to the top of the hill. She looked east 
and west and north and south, as though 
she expected to see something. Then she 
crept down a hill, and went out of sight 
amongst a heap of whins and heather." 
" Can you take me to the place ? " 
" Ay, easily, for I marked the spot." 
" Away, Homie, and make the lads 
saddle with speed, for aU must ride on the 
instant," cried the riever, excitedly. 

VOL. m. E 



60 THE BRAES OP YARROW. 

" And you will ransom my prisoner with 
something else than a scourging, master ? ' ' 
queried the dwarf, grinning. 

" That will I gladly ; and if you have 
spoken truly, Kaza, you shall be glad that 
you deserted your tribe ; but if you have 
been lying, you shall find there be stouter 
cudgels and stouter arms to wield them at 
Tushielaw than any you have kenned at 
Yethohn." 

In his eagerness to avail himself of the 
information he had obtained, the chief 
forgot to inquire how Homie had found the 
lad. Had he inquired, he would have been 
told that he found him wandering about, 
had questioned him, and learned that he 
had seen the witch. So he had made him 
captive and brought him to the tower. 

Under the guidance of the gipsy Kaza, 
and headed by Tushielaw, fifty men 
quitted the keep in less than half an hour 
and made straight for Bowerhope Law. 
When near their destination they separated, 
and forming a circle round the place where 
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the prey was believed to be resting, they 
advanced upon it simultaneously at sound 
of the chiefs hunting-horn. 

They found a cavern, the mouth of 
which was concealed by furze and heather. 
Within, the embers of a fire were still 
smoulderiug, proving that the place had 
been recently tenanted. This was cor- 
roborated, by a pile of heather which had 
been used for a bed; and on the floor a 
kerchief, which was recognized by Eddie 
Craig as the same he had seen the witch 
wearing, proving that Kirsty had been the 
tenant. She had evidently again anticipated 
Tushielaw's movement and effected her 
escape from his pursuit. 

A second time the mosstroopers returned 
to the tower after a futile attempt to 
find the witch. Tushielaw, however, was 
satisfied that Kaza had spoken truly, and 
observed his promise. He gave the lad a 
piece of gold bearing the Enghsh stamp, 
and bade him take up his quarters in the 
tower so long as he pleased. 



52 THE BRAES OF YARROW. 

So the Borderer suppKed the first liiik in 
the chain of evidence against himself, and 
admitted the watchful eyes of a spy to his 
tower. 
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CHAPTER V. 



A GATHEBINa STOBM. 



" No, 'tis slander ; 
Whose edge is sharper than the sword." 

Cymbeline. 

The new Lord of Binram occupied an 
elegantly famished suite of apartments on 
the second flat of a house in the Canon- 
gate, near the Netherbow Port. He had 
arrived there early in the morning after 
quitting Tushielaw. By means of his 
private keys he had admitted himself with- 
out arousing any of his attendants, and 
hastily throwing off his courier disguise, 
he locked it up in a strong oaken chest, 
which was filled with every species of 
garment. Then he went to bed and slept 
for three hours. 
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At the end of that time he jumped up, 
dressed himself in his most becoming gear, 
and proceeded to the castle. 

As he was crossing the court, he saw 
Captain Lindsay, Gilbert, and three com- 
panions lust dismounting. Barras at once 
Lmprehended by whom lis intended ™«m 
had been rescued. 

"It was no accident which brought them 
to his help, curse them I" he muttered with 
clenched teeth. " I will learn by whose in- 
structions they made the journey, and if it 
be as I suspect, this mishap may turn to my 
advantage yet." 

He saluted one of the Gentlemen of the 
Guard who was passing toward the Con- 
stable's Tower. 

" Good morrow, Master Ogilvie ; what 
expedition has called you forth so early ? " 

" A frolic — a frolic, my lord," answered 
Ogilvie, laughing ; " and some rare sport in 
Ettrick Forest." 

"So far agate ? What quarry did you 
ride ? " 
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*^A rescue; nothing more. We made 
first to Merlin's Cairn, where an old jezebel 
waited us and led us a midnight dance 
through the forest till we came upon a 
comrade who was sorely put to't for his 
life. We brought him off scatheless, and 
left a few cracked crowns behind us." 

" Who started the game ? " 

" Aha, there lies the merit of it all — ^but, 
in your ear, it was a fair Mend of our 
Captain." 

Barras nodded his head, and looked won- 
drous wise. 

" My hand upon it. Master Ogilvie, but 
I will discover the dame at one guess." 

" Say it, then." 

Barras whispered, nodded, and the guards- 
man, laughing, went on his way. The 
schemer's face darkened as, with hands 
clasped behind his back and head bowed, he 
slowly crossed the court. 

" It was as I thought," he muttered ; 
" but how came she to know that he was in 
peril? Does she suspect me, and did she 
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Bee me quit the castle ? Or did her know- 
ledge spring from tender anxiety for his 
safety ? Hum — that must be it. We shall 
see how my Lord of Angus, the husband of 
a Queen, will take this fancy of his sister 
for a nameless adventurer." 

All the venom of his nature was expressed 
in the sneering bitterness with which he 
pronounced the words. He sought an 
immediate interview with Angus, and his 
lordship readily granted the request of one 
who appeared to serve him with so much 
fidelity. 

The suite of chambers occupied by her 
Majesty's husbaud were in the massive pile 
called David's Tower. Douglas, whose 
haughty spirit, love of power, and the pomp 
of power, overshot his caution, and tended 
directly to the calamities which soon fell 
upon himself aiid his mistress, with an 
impatient gesture dismissed the chamber- 
lain who had conducted Barras to his 
presence. 

" What tidings, Binram, and from 
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whence ? " said the Earl immediately after 
the door closed. 

" HI tidings, my lord, and from Ettrick," 
responded Barras, with the servility of tone 
and manner which flattered his master more 
than words could ever have done. 

"Pronounce them promptly, then; for 
iU tidings swiftly told may turn to goodly 
counsel, and so win the battle." 

" Saints grant that it may be so in your 
lordship's case," exclaimed the hypocrite; 
with earnestness so well feigned that Angus 
was completely imposed upon by it. 

" Ha ! whence comes the storm your 
prayer portends?" he said quickly, fixing 
his eyes upon the man. 

Barras seemed to check himself as if 
afraid to pronounce the words which had 
been on his tongue, and lowering his eyes to 
the floor, said quietly — 

" Spens escaped." 

''Well, if he has quitted the country 
the King's pardon will protect him, so let 
him go." 
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" But it is supposed that he was shot in 
attemptiQg to escape." 

" Then Arran has one friend the less." 

" But, by the negUgence of his Majesty's 
courier, the pardon was lost." 

** Since the man is dead there is no need 
for the pardon." 

" ShaU EUiot go unpunished ? " 

Angus surveyed the speaker curiously, as 
if comprehending that something lay be- 
neath the question. He spoke slowly. 

" Master Elliot risked his head to obtain 
the pardon, and little as I like him, I will 
answer for him that if he failed to deliver 
the pardon it was none of his blame. I will 
not ask yov, how his mishap befell. Still, 
were it shown that he had been careless in 
his embassy, it were enough to degrade him 
from the ranks of the guard. But I seek 
not that, for I have need of friends, not 
enemies; besides, he is a stout youth and 
a favourite with her Majesty." 

" Know you why ? " 

"For no other reason, I imagine, than 
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that he is a comely fellow and devoted to 
her service." 

Barras smiled dubiously, and instantly 
made an effort to suppress the smile. 

" Does your lordship know how this 
Master Elliot first obtained his appointment 
to the guard ? " 

"For some service he had rendered to 
Lady Margaret Douglas, I believe." 

"Hum — and when your lordship was 
temshed ^th sabrtantil gromid, I bus- 
peotiag that he was in the pay of my Lord 
of Arran, and you took occasion of his 
desertion to have him condemned — does 
your lordship know by whose intercession 
he was saved, even at the hour of execu- 
tion ? " 

" Mistress Douglas interceded for him." 

"And does your lordship see nothing 
in all that?" exclaimed Barras, with an 
affectation of difficulty in subduing his 
surprise. 

" Nothing, save that the lady is grateful." 

But the Earl's brow darkened as if he 
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saw more than he desired to admit, even to 
himself. 

" Then I have nothing more to say, and 
only wait your lordship's commands to take 
my leave." 

He spoke as one who, anxious to do his 
friend a service, discovers that the service 
is unappreciated; and he closed his thin 
lips tightly as if resolved not to speak more 
on that subject. 

" The* eagle scents the carrion afar off," 
said Angus, frowning : " and by my faith I 
scent unpleasant matter behind what you 
have spoken. Proceed, then — ^what is't ? " 

" Pardon me, my lord, I have no more to 
say," was the embarrassed answer. 

The Earl gripped him by the arm and led 
him to the centre casement. 

"Look out and tell me what you see 
below." 

" The loch, shadowed by the precipice." 

*^ The precipice is two hundred feet in 
height, this tower is forty more, and I 
would hurl from the battlements the man 
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who breathed suspicion on my honour with 
as little care as I should crush the wasp that 
stung me." 

" I do not understand your lordship." 

" My sister's honour is precious in my 
eyes as my own. Your insinuations point 
to her. You shall speak your meaning 
clearly, then, before you budge one step 
hence." 

"I desire to serve your lordship," was 
the humble rejoinder ; "for to your power- 
ful aid I am indebted for the title I bear and 
the lands I own." 

" Speak, then." (Gloomily.) 

" I canje hither with that intent, and 
would have told you everything, but that 
your lordship made me believe that you 
looked with favourable eye upon the passion 
your sister bears this Master Elliot." 

" 'Sdeath," cried Angus, starting furiously, 
" by what word or look could I give you to 
think that I would stand by and see my 
sister won by a nameless hind." 

"I see that I have been mistaken, and 
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that your lordship has failed to note what 
every hireling of the castle makes his com- 
mon gossip." 

** By every saint in heaven, if this be as 
you say, the loon shall pay dearly for daring 
to lift his eyes to a daughter of Douglas. 
Go on, man ; let me know all, and speedily." 

" I fear that he has not only dared to lifb 
his eyes, but has spoken and been heard 
with favour." 

" Presumptuous cur ! " 

Angus paced the chamber with rapid 
strides, his countenance black with rage. 

*^ It was but now," Barras continued, in 
a subdued voice like the low hissing of a 
serpent, " that Master Ogilvie of the guard 
acquainted me that, by request of Mistress 
Douglas, Captain Lindsay, with six gentle- 
men, started yestereven for Ettrick Forest 
tp protect her ladyship's favoured one from 
some anticipated peril. Do you but note her 
face when Elliot is near as I have done, 
and you will be blind indeed if you fail to 
find the proof of this — she loves him." 
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^^ Something I have noted that this 
confirms/' muttered the Earl between his 
clenched teeth. 

He continued for some minutes to pace 
the floor as if trying to bring his passion 
under control. Barras furtively from be- 
neath his heavy brows watched him the 
while. 

At length he halted in front of Barras 
and looked him fixedly in the face. 

**I know you bear this youth no good 
will, Barras." 

"My lord?" 

" Tush, man 1 do not affect to deny it. 
For some reason, known only to yourself, 
you bear him a grudge, and have twice 
before set me against him. This time 
I would discredit you, but that my own 
suspicions tally with your assertions." 

"I am sure of that. I have no object 
in calumniating the youth, but that my 
interest in your lordship " 

" Chut ! I will put your assertions and 
your fidehty to the proof. If the first be 
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true, this hind shall be degraded and 
turned hence like a stray cur after a 
whipping. Then your fidelity must devise 
means to put him for ever beyond the 
power of communicating with Mistress 
Douglas." 

Barras bowed low. 

*^ I accept the trust, and if I might 
suggest " 

" WeU, go on." 

" If I might suggest the means, I think 
Mistress Douglas might readily be cured 
of any silly regard she may entertain for 
the youth." 

" She shall forget him at my bidding — 
if she ever thought of him otherwise than 
as a useful vassal." 

Barras shrugged his shoulders and looked 
doubtful. 

" Women are weak yet so strong, or ob- 
sttuate you may call it, in these matters," 
he said deprecatingly, "that an attempt 
to force her ladyship's will may act as the 
wind upon a spark of fire on a heath: it 
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may blow out the spark, but the chances 
are that it will fan it into a blaze that 
will consume all it meets." 

"You have something to propose?" 

"I have. If it might please you, there 
is a simple but effective way to cure her 
of this folly — always supposing that she 
has been guilty of it," he added hastily. 

" Name the remedy, and you shall have 
thanks for your craft." 

" Let her see him degraded and dis- 
honoured. That will be one step toward 
a cure; for, women when they love, and 
ere they wed, make idols of their lovers: 
but you have only to present them the 
idol in a mean light and — ^phew ! — away 
goes love with the gorgeous trappings which 
gave it zest." 

"That may serve." 

" If that be not enough, then send her 
ladyship for a little while to the priory of 
St. Margaret, where in solitude she will 
right speedily come to a sense of her own 
waywardness and foUy." 

VOL. in. F 
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^ ' It shall be as you say ; and on the 
instant I will about the work. Await me 
here." 

Angus strode from the apartment, and 
Barras coolly seated himseK with a sneer- 
ing smile. He smoothed his close-shaven 
chin meditatively, the while he muttered 
with intense self-gratification — 

" So I pull the string, and the puppet 
dances to the tune that pleases me. He 
will to his sister straight, upbraid her 
with her passion for a poor hii-eling; and 
whether she feel it or no, her spirit, 
haughty as his own, will rise in such 
indignation as will be to him proof strong 
as knowledge of my words. Next he will 
to her Majesty, and if she heed him one 
degree as much as I credit her. Master 
Elliot's good fortune will play him an ill 
turn. Then to the priory. Mistress Mary, 
and once there, I shall find means to re- 
concile even the proud Douglas to an 
alliance with the Lord of Binram." 

Cool, cunning, and utterly selfish, this 
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man recognized in the snccess of one evil 
scheme only the stepping-stone to another ; 
alike indifferent to the fate of high or low^ 
of kindred or stranger, so that his own 
ends were attained. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

UNDER THE BAN. 

*^ Half -naked, glistening dark, witli oily limbs he came^ 
Bis long-nail'd fingers cnrl'd, his little eyes aflame, 
Shrieking in his own tongue as on the chief he flew* 
' Yield thee thy sword of fame and thine own flesh 

thereto ! ' 
Then Eoland gazed and frowned, though nigh unto 

his death, 
Sat still and drew up all his strength in a great breath, 
Pray'd quickly to the saints he served in former days. 
With right hand clutched the sword he was too weak 

to raise." 

Buchanan's Death of Eoland, 

Master Elliot occupied, like other Gen- 
tlemen of the Guard, a chamber in the 
Constable's Tower, and thither he had 
repaired on his return to the castle to 
snatch a few hours' slumber after the peril 
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and fatigue of his recent adventure. It 
was about noon when he was startled from 
liis repose by a repeated loud summons 
at his door. He drowsily inquired the 
meaning of the disturbance, and was an- 
swered that the most noble lord the Earl 
of Angus desired his immediate attend- 
ance, and that the messenger waited to 
conduct him to his lordship's presence. 

It was several minutes before Gilbert 
sufficiently recovered his senses to com- 
prehend the import of the message; but 
the repetition of the all-powerful noble- 
man's title quickened his drowsy ideas, 
and he sprang alertly from his couch. 
He dressed himseK with more than usual 
speed, and in that occupation had no time 
to speculate as to the purport of his 
lordship's summons which bore such an 
imperative stamp. When, however, he 
had completed his attire, opened the door, 
and joined the ordinary who waited in the 
corridor to conduct him to the presence 
of the august lord, he began to marvel 
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somewhat at the singularity of the cir- 
cumstance. 

As he followed his conductor across the 
court, he had a little time to think of the 
probable cause of this hasty summons, and 
his thought was none of the happiest. 
He felt that he had sadly failed in the 
discharge of an important trust — a trust, 
too, imposed at his own earnest and even 
bold solicitation. That fact, which should 
have formed the chief ground for his ex- 
culpation from any charge of neglect, was 
in his eyes the strongest ground for his 
condemnation. For, he argued, with the 
self-upbraiding warmth of a generous and 
youthful nature, if he had so signally 
miscarried a trust in which he was per- 
sonally interested, how reckless must he 
seem of any trust which simple duty 
might impose. 

So it was with a heart whose heaviness 
and anxiety were reflected in the pallor 
which fatigue and distress of mind had 
given to his visage, that he found him- 



UNDER THE BAN. 71 

self in the ante-room of the Earl's 
chamber. 

There he was somewhat surprised to find 
the six Gentlemen of the Guard who had 
come to his rescue on the previous night 
assembled and conversing together in 
whispers with unusually grave counte- 
nances. Even the gay Ogilvie, whose 
disposition to jest was scarcely subdued 
on the most solemn occasion^ looked 
serious. 

Whilst the chamberlain proceeded to 
intimate to his lordship the arrival of 
Master Elliot, the latter advanced to greet 
his comrades. He was at once struck by 
the singular coldness of their reception — 
a coldness so marked in contrast with their 
usual hearty manner of welcoming the 
arrival of one of their own body, wherever 
they met, that it cut him to the quick. 

He was denied the opportunity to ob- 
tain an explanation of this conduct by 
the re-entrance of the chamberlain, who 
beckoned to him with his rod of oflSce, 
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and, throwing open the folding-doors, 
admitted him to the presence of the 
Douglas. 

More matter for surprise was here pre- 
sented to him. First, he- observed that a 
screen, which stood beside the Earl's chair, 
shook as he entered, as if some one be- 
hind had touched it. In front ' of the 
screen stood Captain Lindsay, with an 
expression which indicated that something 
had occurred to ruffle his humour, for his 
lips were compressed, and his brows knit 
as if with the effort to preserve an ap- 
pearance of becoming respect in the pre- 
sence of the husband of his royal mistress. 
On the Earl's left stood the Lord of 
Binram, cold, composed, and servile as 
usual. Near the entrance, with body bent 
humbly, and bonnet held in agitated 
fingers, stood mine host of Peebles, honest 
Jock Stott, looking as uncomfortable as 
ever looked fish out of water. 

The Earl himself was seated, but bend- 
ing shghtly forward, as if ready at the 
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slightest provocation to spring to his feet. 
He held certain documents in his hand, and 
a frown of the highest displeasure was on 
his countenance. 

Master Elliot made his obeisance respect- 
fully, but with that degree of firmness which 
denotes the man conscious of a certain 
dignity due to himself in the presence of an 
enemy, and an enemy Gilbert instinctively 
recognized in Douglas. 

Angus acknowledged his salutation by 
looking him straight in the face with an 
expression of scorn which he did not attempt 
to conceal. 

"If it please you, Master Elliot," he 
began in a cold sharp tone, and evidently 
subduing with difficulty the wrath he felt 
under an air of mock courtesy, "you will 
understand that I am acting under the com- 
mission of our gracious mistress, the Queen- 
Eegent of Scotland, the natural and lawful 
guardian and representative of his. most 
excellent Majesty the King, in requiring 
you to appear before me to answer ex- 
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plicitly in what manner you have acquitted 
yourself in the, embassy upon which you 
were despatched two days ago." 

*^ So please your lordship, I have but a 
sorry account to give of the result of my 
mission," answered Gilbert, frankly. " By 
treachery I was detained at the Portbrae 
hostelry of Peebles, and robbed of the 
pardon of the good knight, Sir Walter 
Spens, which the King had been pleased 
to grant." 

'* By whose treachery were you de- 
tained ? " 

"By that of a man in the garb of a 
courier. He drugged a cup of wine which 
I had left on the table whilst inquiring 
about my horse." 

" In whose service did he travel ? " 

" I did not learn, for though he forced his 
company upon me, I held little converse 
with him, and he wore no badge." 

"His name?" 

" That also I failed to learn ; but, with 
your lordship's leave, the host of Peebles,, 
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being here, can speak more distinctly as to 
the man than myself." 

^' First, conclude your certainly strange 
report of what befell you." 

Briefly and honestly Gilbert recounted 
all that had occurred, from the moment 
he quitted the castle till his return that 
morning. As he proceeded, he noted, not 
without some qualms, the expression of 
incredulity with which the Earl regarded 
him throughout. 

"I have spoken truly, my lord," he said 
simply, in concluding, " and albeit I have 
nothing to support my words, I do not 
doubt that I shall yet find proof to satisfy 
your lordship of their truth." 

" What proof that will satisfy me that 
you have not recklessly miscarried a trust 
of high import can you hope to find ? " 

" Under favour, my lord, that I could not 
be reckless in my mission, my own anxiety 
to procure the pardon of my dear friend 
should, I think, be guarantee sufficient that 
I was betrayed. I hope to prove it by 
discovering the traitor." 
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*^ You suspect some one, then ? " 

'' I do." 

^^Whom?" 

Gilbert hesitated, looking suspiciously at 
B arras the while. 

'^This hesitation, Master Elliot, looks 
but ill," said Angus, sternly. "If your 
suspicion be a just one, speak." 

"I did not wish to speak, my lord, till I 
was in position to advance such proof as 
would convince your lordship that my 
charge was well grounded. But if you 
command me in the King's name to' speak, 
I must obey." 

" In the King's name, then, I command 
you, speak." 

" Mine host of Peebles acquainted me 
that the courier who had arrived at his 

4 

house with me had a blue mark over his 
left temple. Said you not so, friend ?" 

" Ou ay, yes, I said say, an' I keep to my 
word," rejoined Jock Stott, fidgetting un- 
easily, and wishing himself anywhere but in 
his present position. 
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" You said also that you would recognize 
the man under whatever guise he might 
appear." 

*^0u ay, yes, I thooht sae,*' was the 
answer, in the same uneasy way as before. 

" My lord, there is one man who, I 
believe, stands well in your lordship's 
^y^s," proceeded Gilbert, the while Barras 
stood cool as the most indifferent spectator. 
*^ That man has the same mark over his left 
temple, and is known to me and to others 
as the inveterate enemy of Sir Walter Spens 
— ^that man, I believe, followed me with 
intent to rob me of my charge, and to per- 
mit the knight to perish." 

" You mean " 

" The man who is now in your lordship's 
presence — Heron Barras, otherwise Lord of 
Binram." 

At this denunciation, delivered in the 
firm voice of earnest conviction, Barras 
started with every symptom of the most 
guiltless indignation and surprise. 

"How, sirrah," he exclaimed, "dare 
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you to breathe so foul a taint upon my 
honour?" 

" Your honour, sir, will be little hurt by 
any charge, however foul," retorted Gilbert, 
quietly. 

Barras turned to the Earl and spoke with 
all the warmth of injured innocence. 

" My lord, the Knight of Halstane was 
husband of my sister, and al|ihough I frankly 
own we were no friends, I had no reason to 
wish him harm. But I do your lordship's 
judgment discredit in fearing for one instant 
that you would fail to see the weakness of 
the attempt this springald makes to defend 
himself by trumping up this silly calumny 
against me." 

Gilbert turned to the timorous Jock Stott, 
whose knees now were fairly knocking to- 
gether in dread of being dragged into a 
scrape which threatened to assume a deadly 
character. 

" Is not this the man who entered your 
house with me in the garb of a courier?" 
he demanded. 
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The hosteller looked confused, dropped 
his bonnet from his hands, stooped to pick 
it up, and hoped his *^ honour's lordship's 
majesty" would excuse him. He glanced 
anxiously toward the door, as if vainly 
seeking the smallest opportxmity to escape. 
Seeing none, he sincerely wished that he 
could have changed places with his guid- 
wife. 

*' Jean would hae kent what to say in 
this predicament," he thought; *'but deil 
a bit o' me kens whilk word should gang 
first, or whether or no I ought to tell them 
that yon braw chiel in the slashed vellet is 
the vera billie they're a' squabbling aboot." 

Jock had been honest enough to fulfil 
Gilbert's command to carry his note to the 
castle in the event of his not returning to 
the inn ; but he had not courage enough to 
say anything to the detriment of a real lord, 
in the lord's presence, and when so much 
appeared to depend upon what he might 
say. 

He had been with Captain Lindsay when 
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the latter, with the six gentlemen who had 
accompanied him on the expedition of the 
night, had heen summoned to the presence 
of Angus. The Captain, expecting that 
some inquiry affecting Gilbert was going 
forward, had brought the hosteller with him 
as one whose evidence was likely to be of 
service to his young friend. 

Gilbert, observing the man's confusion, 
repeated his question; and Stott mumbled 
confusedly — 

^* Hem — hem — ^I'm no just sure — that is, 
I'm no preceesely prepared to say that he's 
no the man. I mean — ^that is, in fact, I 
dinna think the gentleman is the creature 
ye take him to be ava." 

As soon as he had spoken thus, Angus 
waved his hand impatiently, as if to prevent 
further discussion. 

" I am satisfied. Master Elliot," he said 
decisively, *^I am satisfied that you have 
been mistaken, for I will use no harsher 
phrase " 

^* My lord, my lord," interrupted Gilbert, 
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earnestly y ^' I am not mistaken ; this poor 
wight is too much afraid to speak what he 
knows to be truth — ^that yonder stands the 
man who drugged me and robbed me." 

" It is false," said Barras, with the utmost 
self-possession. 

" Then you lie, Heron Barras, and I will 
prove it on your body." 

"Agreed." 

"Peace, you sirrah; and, Binram, be still," 
broke in the Earl, haughtily; "what, is 
there no respect due to the majesty I repre- 
sent ? By the mass, the first of you that 
speaks save with my permission shall dearly 
rue the indignity he casts upon the Queen 
and Douglas." 

" I humbly crave your lordship's pardon," 

said Binram, with sycophantic servility. 

"But your lordship must have noted that 

it was only by the reiterated utterance of 

the basest accusation that I was forced into 

the unseemly forgetfalness of the presence 

in which I stand." 

Gilbert was silent, but the flush which 
VOL. ra. o 
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covered his cheeks and brow betokened the 
indignation he suppressed. 

" Enough, enough," cried Angus, hotly ; 
" we have done with this dispute. You, 
Master Elliot, have had your say, and you 
shall see that I have no wish to deal unjustly 
with you. Our gracious lady, the Queen 
Eegent, has been well disposed toward you. 
When you were condemned for an oflFence 
against her person, in deserting from her 
guard, she gave you life, she even restored 
you to your commission. For so much 
favour one would have expected to find a 
life's gratitude." 

"And such I have tried to show my 
royal mistress." 

" At your solicitation, the King pardoned 
one who has proved himself a false knave 
and traitor.'' 

" My lord, Spens was my friend." 

**Take heed. Master Elliot; the consort 
of traitors can scarcely escape contagion. I 
would not that you force me to look on you 
as such. When so much favour has been 
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extended, what shall condone the weakness 
which for a CHp of wine can risk, not only a 
friend's life, but the failure of an embassy 
in which the King himself has taken 
interest ? " 

Gilbert's cheeks burned with shame, and 
his heart seemed to leap into his throaty 
choking him. 

" Nothing can condone such weakness, 
my lord," he said huskily, and feeling that 
it was vain to strive against the influence 
which was pressing him down ; " but acci- 
dent alone caused me to halt on my 
journey, and treachery made that halt 
fatal/' 

"Accident and treachery it may have 
been," pursued Angus, sternly ; " but men 
upon whose truth and strength depends the 
life of Majesty should be beyond the reach 
of such accident or treachery as that. You 
have said nothing can condone the weak- 
ness, and you have pronounced your own 
verdict. But your judge is a lenient one, 
and her Majesty requires ho further punish- 
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ment than that your name be struck from 
the roll of the guard. Deliver up your 
sword." 

A scarcely perceptible smile played about 
the thin lips of Barras at this result, and his 
cunning eyes wandered questioningly toward 
the screen at the other side of the Earl's 
chair. 

Captain Lindsay breathed hard, and 
turned his face away from the culprit ; not, 
however, in scorn, but because he felt too 
keenly for his degradation to be able to look 
on his distress. 

Gilbert did not, could not, speak : his 
heart was bursting. He felt that he was 
bitterly wronged, but he felt, too, that an 
attempt to give his sense of wrong words 
would betray a weakness which he was too 
proud to show in the presence of an enemy. 
He understood now the coldness of his 
comrades : he had been maligned to them ; 
and under this disgrace, without power to 
defend himself, how could they do otherwise 
than scorn him ? 
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In silence he slowly drew his sword from 
its scabbard, and, placing the point on the 
floor, allowed it to drop from his hand, the 
hilt toward the Earl's feet. 

The hosteller drew his cuff across his 
eyes, and wished that he had had only a 
little more courage to speak the truth. 

The silence was broken by Angus. 

" Captain, remove Master Elliot, and 
see that he quits the castle within the 
hour under peril of a still more severe 
punishment." 

The Captain bowed, and touched his 
disgraced friend upon the arm, as if requiring 
him to follow. But before they had moved 
from the spot, a woman's voice cried 
loudly — 

''Hold!" 

The screen which Gilbert had fancied 
moved on his entrance, was thrown down, 
and Mistress Mary Douglas, her cheeks 
orixnson. and her ejes flasllg with indign. 
tion, appeared before the astonished gaze of 
Lindsay, Gilbert, and Jock Stott, who 
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started back with eyes and mouth wide 
open, as if a ghost or a thunderbolt had 
fallen in their midst. 

Angus, as Barras calculated, had up- 
braided hotly Mistress Douglas for the crime 
of loving one so lowly as Gilbert Elliot. 
She had answered him in the same pas- 
sionate spirit; and he, convinced of the 
truth of what he had been told, went 
straight to the Queen Kegent. To her 
he revealed his discovery, and she sub- 
stantiated it by reference to the exceed- 
ing interest Lady Mary had displayed in 
the young man's behoof. She gave him 
the authority to remove the offender by 
degrading him from the ranks of the 
guard. 

Still acting under the evil promptings 
of Barras, the Earl had brought his sister 
secretly into his chamber and placed her 
behind the screen imder pretence that she 
was to hear an interview of much interest, 
and to judge whether or no he acted fairly 
in the matter. There she had listened with 
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perturbed heart and mind to all that had 
passed, and at length, unable to control her 
emotion, she had presented herself as an 
actor in the scene. 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

GROSS FIRINa. 

*' I am as peremptory as she proud-minded : 
And where two raging fires meet together 
They do consnme the thing that feeds their f ary ; 
Thongh little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extreme gasts will blow out fire and all. 
. • • • • • • 

I see a woman may be made a fool 
If she had not a spirit to resist." 

Taming of the Shrew, 

At the appearance of his sister Angus 
started to his feet. He was incensed by 
the thought of the revelation thus made to 
Captain Lindsay and Elliot ; and incensed 
by his anticipation of her intent. To him 
it was mortifying to a degree to be exposed 
as an intriguer in the eyes of a man whom 
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he had just condemned, and it was quite as 
mortifying that Captain Lindsay, of whose 
favour for the degraded guardsman he had 
been made aware by an attempt the Captain 
had made to defend him upon first learning 
the Earl's purpose, should see the main- 
spring of the judgment which had just been 
passed. 

Barras, on the other hand, was well pleased 
by this demonstration, for he perceived in it 
the means of decisively advancing his own 
designs. So he stood humbly by, secretly 
congratulating himself that the ball he had 
set in motion rolled precisely in the course 
he desired, yet, to aJl seeming, receiving ^ 
impetus frJm th; most natural otoumsta^oe 

" Eemove your charge. Captain Lindsay, 
on the instant," cried Angus, fiercely. 

" Stay you stiU, Captain Lindsay, if you 
be a gentleman who cares for truth, as I 
take you to be," cried Mistress Douglas, 
with as much heat as her brother, clenching 
her dainty hand tightly, and stamping her 
pretty foot angrily on the floor. 
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' The Earl turned to her forionsly. 

" How now, Mistress, what mean you by 
this extravagance ? " 

" I mean to show a worthy gentleman 
why he is wronged." 

" What, have you no shame, is there no 
blush upon your cheek in standing forth to 
champion the cause of a degraded hireling ? " 

" There is a blush upon my cheek," she 
answered proudly, " but it is my brother's 
shame that calls it up, not my own.*' 

"Be silent. Mistress. Why stand you 
there, Lindsay, when I have said go ? Is 
it for a woman you set aside my authority ? " 

The Captain's lips were compressed, 
and his brow knit. He surmised the real 
meaning of what had occurred, and the 
indignation he had felt before at the mag- 
nified importance given to Elliot's mishap 
was heightened by discovering that it was 
merely the pretext to get rid of a man 
whose presence was obnoxious on other 
accounts. Between the courtesy he deemed 
due to a lady, and the respect he believed 
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himseK bound to show the husband of his 
royal mistress, he hesitated whether to go 
or stay. 

Mistress Douglas spoke whilst he stood 
indecisive. 

" I wiU not be silent, since by your will I 
have been a listener to the false charge you 
have made. By my own wiU I shall explain 
my share of the injustice which has been 
done. Master EUiot, you will understand 
that my brother Angus has made^ a moun- 
tain of a molehill, that he might remove you 
from a sphere in which he deemed you too 
much favoured by his sister." 

"By my soul, you shall go no farther 
in your own and my dishonour," cried 
Angus, unable to control his passion longer 
or to preserve his own dignity. 

He seized his sister by the arm and 
dragged her forcibly from the chamber into 
a retiring-room. 

Gilbert, annoyed and somewhat bewil- 
dered by what he saw and heard, had been 
standing mutely gazing on the disputants. 
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But when he saw Angus using actual 
violence to his sister, and understood him- 
seK to be the cause, he awakened from 
his trance and plucked Lindsay by the 
arm. 

" Let us retire. I had rather that they 
had hacked me in pieces than I should 
have seen yonder fair dame used so rudely 
for my sake." 

With a grim look toward the door by 
which the Earl and his sister had retired, 
and a glance at Barras, which intimated 
to the latter the contempt with which he 
was regarded, lord and favourite though 
he was, but without uttering a word, the 
Captain turned upon his heel and marched 
quickly from the chamber. 

In passing through the ante-room he 
paused an instant to inform the Gentlemen 
of the Guard that their attendance was 
no longer required by his lordship, and 
that they might retire. He then pro- 
ceeded with GUbert to his own lodging 
in the Constables' Tower. 
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As soon as Lindsay had removed the 
cause of the late disturbance, Barras 
advanced quietly to the dumfoundered 
hosteller and dropped a couple of pieces 
of gold into his hand. 

" That is for your trouble, my friend, 
and there is the door open for you. Be 
advised by one who wishes you well; get 
you to horse and bide not here or on the 
road an instant till you are snug in your 
own house; for I warrant you that which 
you have seen and heard renders the 
security of your head none of the best so 
long as you aie mthin sight of Edin. 
burgh." 

" Saints, save's," exclaimed the affrighted 
man below his breath, "I'm muckle be- 
holden till your honour's lordship, and 
I'U no be seen here or onywhar for the 
neist towmond." 

Barras accompanied him to the entrance 
of the ante-room, beckoned to a page, and 
enjoined him to see the man safely from 
the castle, and without delay. 
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Then with his cold smile of triumph, 
and the stealthy movement of a cat, he 
crossed to the door of the retiring-room 
and listened. 

He heard the voices of Angus and his 
sister raised in angry argument. 

" On your head rests the blame of what- 
ever discredit may befall us," said Mistress 
Mary in haughty tone. " You wronged 
an honourable gentleman, and you would 
have made me a party to the wrong. My 
sooth, you must have held me in but poor 
account since you could have fancied that 
I should remain like a timid child in 
hiding whilst the base trick was played." 

" I credited you with the spirit of a 
Douglas, and I was mistaken. I find that 
my sister is so poor a thing as submit her 
name to be a jest for scullions, and stoops 
to hold amorous treaty with a nameless 
adventurer, and by my soul would mate 
with him." 

'* You fly before the wind, good brother," 
she retorted with mocking bitterness, " for 
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Master Elliot seeks no mate in me; and 
for myself, I shall fall the easier that 
I stoop." 

^* Out upon you, woman. Are you so 
brazen as thus acknowledge a preference 
for this minion?" 

"I acknowledge no more than that you 
have wronged an honest man, and that 
for the sake of the name we bear alike 
I will see that the Queen rights him." 

"You shall not again approach her till 
you have repented of this foUy." 

"I wiU see the King." 

^' Tut, the child can do nothing without 
his guardian's sanction." 

'^Then I will proclaim your treachery, 
ay, and your ambition, to the world. I 
shall find friends enow, I warrant me, to 
save the country and myself from a 
despot." 

" It shall be my care to mar your pro- 
jects," returned Angus, apparently forcing 
himself to speak with more calmness ; 
"and since you take so deep an interest 
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in this most favoured and most honourable 
varlet, who never should have dared to 
raise his eyes above the ground you 
trode " 

" Had other men not dared much more, 
he would not now have been disgraced.'* 

** Your own lips have pronounced his 
doom, for by Heaven he shaU not live to 
know how much you favour him. Get 
you to your chamber." 

Barras had barely time to assume, by 
the nearest window, a posture of humble 
attendance upon his lordship's pleasure, 
before Angus burst into the apartment. 

He paced the floor for several minutes, 
as if desirous of regaining a degree of 
composure before trusting himself to 
speech with his evil genius. Meanwhile, 
Barras affected to be so deeply absorbed 
in contemplation of some object in the 
Nor-loch, that he did not observe the 
presence of his patron. 

" This matter goes deeper than I 
reckoned," he said at length, but rather 
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to himself than as if addressing a second 
person. ^^ This fellow, this nameless dog 
has won npon her, and he must be 
removed." 

" Be mine the task, under favour of your 
lordship," broke in Barras. " I will pledge 
myself that he shall not cross you 
again." 

" Ay, but madam, my sister, threatens 
to make a talk, and, by the rood, she has 
temper enough to fulfil her threat." 

" Once more, imder your favour, my 
lord, it is in your power to keep her silent 
imtil she has had time to think of the 
course which better becomes her state and 
yours." 

"Show me how." 

" Eemove her to the Priory of St. 
Margaret." 

"Pshaw, how can I remove her? She 
will not go freely, and to force her hence 
would be much the same as to proclaim 
the scandal at the Cross by sound of 
drum." 

VOL. UL H 
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" Do but give me authority to act in 
this matter, and she shall be carried hence 
mth all the respect that is due a dame 
of her circumstance, and yet with so 
much privacy that not even the sentinels 
of the castle shaU know she has gone 
forth.'' 

" Humph ! I do not see your drift, 
Barras, but I will trust you, Sex-ve me 
but well at this pinch, and whatever 
favour you may ask is granted before- 
hand." 

^' Your lordship does me too much 
tononr," said the hypocrite, bowing low ; 
^' but aU my poor wit and skill are devoted 
to your service. I wiU about the matter 
straight, and clear your lordship's path 
of an offensive booby, and rescue sw^et 
Mistress Mary from the peril in which 
caprice has placed her." 

As he retired with the swiffc noiseless 
movement of the cat, Angus glanced after 
him thoughtfuUy. 

" Humph," he muttered, " I do not like 
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the man, yet he is serviceable ; neither do 
I like this work, yet it is necessary. I 
have a mind to call him back« Tush ! it is 
but giving her time to cool. So let the 
work go on." 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 

WHICH WAY DOES HONOUR LEAD ? 

*' I cannot see thee, ladj fair, 

Tamed ont on the world wide ; 
I cannot see thee, lady fair, 

Weep on the bleak hillside. 
Before snch noble stem should bend 

To tyrant's treachery, 
I'll lay thee with thy gallant sire 

Beneath the beechen tree. 

• ••••• 

And ere thy honour shall be stain'd, 

This sword avenge shall thee, 
And lay thee with thy gallant kin 

Beneath the beechen tree." 

Oulloden Bay—from the Octelic, 

The position of Master Elliot was surely 
one of the most melancholy cast. Degraded 
from the service in which he had hoped 
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to gam distiiictioiiy his Mend Sir Walter 
Spens dead, and his lady gone none knew 
whither. Worst of all, the kind benefactress 
who had been the good angel of his hfe was 
in peril of endnring disgrace equal to his 
own for no other reason than that she had 
been his friend. 

It was no marvel that his heart was sick 
when he threw himseK upon a seat in 
Captain Lindsay's chamber, and covered 
his face with his hands to conceal emotion 
which he deemed imbecoming a soldier. 

Fortune had indeed played him a sorry 
trick, and the Captain, although sym- 
pathizing so earnestly with his condition 
as to feel the disgrace almost his own, was 
too grim and too indignant to help much to 
lighten the gloom which enveloped him. 

It was poor comfort to him to be told 
that the Queen Eegent could not know the 
truth, and was not like to know it since her 
husband was his enemy. It was a faint 
consolation to him to be advised that since 
he had so powerful an enemy at his native 



102 THE BRAES OF YARROW, 

Court, to carry his sword to the Low 
Countries, and there win name and fortune> 
as many good men had done before him. 

" It is at least a thought to treasure that 
the Queen and his Majesty have not been 
my aggressors," said Gilbert, with a vain 
effort to conjure up a smile. 

" My hand upon it, Elliot," returned the 
Captain, brusquely, "did I suspect that 
her Majesty had knowledge of the truth, 
and yet permitted this to be done, my com- 
mission should be laid at her feet ere sunset; 
and, by the mass, I am disposed to do it 
whether or , no, for there will be little 
pleasure , in her service whilst Douglas is 
her master." 

"And there is some pleasure too," pro- 
ceeded Gilbert, not heeding the latter words 
of his friend, " in feeling that sweet Mistress 
Mary knows me innocent, and holds me in 
some little esteem." 

"Too much esteem, it would appear,*^ 
was the gruff rejoinder; "rouse yourself, 
man, from dreams that I have warned you 
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are perilous to yourself and their fair con- 
juror. Away with you to a land where your 
sword will be useful, and forget her." 

" Forget her ! '' 

He echoed the words dreamily, yet the 
tone was that of one who doubted the 
possibility of finding oblivion to so precious 
a memory. 

The Captain regarded him with a look 
that was almost grotesque, it was so grim 
and yet so full of sincere commiseration. 
It was as if he looked at a wounded child, 
angry with it for some silly desire, yet with- 
out having the heart to chide. 

The brief time allowed to Gilbert for 
making his preparations to quit the pre- 
cincts of the castle had already nearly 
elapsed ; and of this disagreeable fact 
Lindsay was made aware by the bronze 
face of a small Geneva clock which hung 
above the chimney board. But the person 
most concerned was so lost in sad and 
unpleasant reverie that he took no note of 
the time. 
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Oiily ten minutes remained, and still 
Gilbert showed no symptom of stirring to 
action. The Captain in silence rose and 
went over to an oaken cabinet at the farther 
end of the room. From a secret drawer he 
produced a purse indifferently weU packed 
with golden angels. From the lower part 
of the cabinet he took, with an air of respect 
which was wholly absent in his manner of 
handling the purse, a silver-mounted Toledo. 
He unsheathed the sword, admired the 
finely tempered blade, and, as he resheathed 
it, looked as if he had some compunction for 
what he was about to do. 

He shook Gilbert roughly by the shoulder. 

"Wake, man, wake," he said warmly. 
"Dame Fortune is wooed in action and won 
by brave deeds, not idle dreams." 

The dreamer started to his feet and 
glanced at the clock. 

" Forgive me. Captain. In truth, I have 
been somewhat absent, and I thank the 
hand that rouses me from the unhappy land 
of visions to this world with all its bright 
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and dark realities. With Our Lady's help 
you shall find that I can act as well as 
dream." 

" Then here is that to act with, and never 
man had better tool to cut his way in the 
world. 'Tis a rare blade, Gilbert, and to 
none other but one who is dear to me as a 
son could I have parted with it. By the 
mass, you shall bless the day Angus bade 
you render up your sword." 

" I cannot thank you now, good friend,'* 
was the husky response, " but may we both 
live till I have in some little requited you." 

" Tut, tut, man, 'tis an empty flagon that 
clinks. You shall thank me best by using 
this weU." 

" I wiU try." 

"Meanwhile, here are twenty angels to 
keep the stomach in countenance till the 
hand find work to do." 

This generosity from a man who prided 
himself upon his grim visage and stem 
adherence to the strict line of duty, although 
it did not surprise Gilbert, affected him 
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deeply, and lie turned away his head as he 
answered — 

" That I cannot take." 

" Nay, on my soul you shall, though. 
What, accept my Toledo and refuse this 
damned stuff! Od zooks, comrade, you 
reason backward, and place the saddle on 
the mule instead of the horse. Or mayhap 
you think the Master of Lindsay such a 
starved rat that he may not put out a 
beggarly twenty angels for a friend's sake 
without hungering for't ? " 

" No, no, it was not that, but " 

• " Then look at the clock. Master Elliot,'* 
interrupted the good-natured Captain, 
assuming his sternest air ; "for five minutes 
you axe stiU under my command, and you 
know that a breach of discipline is one thing 
I can never forgive. Now, I command you 
to put that leathern bag in your pouch, 
and return it to me crammed with gold 
pieces some time between this and the 
millennium." 

It would have been an ungrateful offence 
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not to have accepted a kindness so earnestly 
and freely oflfered. He complied with the 
friendly command. 

*'And now farewell," said Lindsay, and 
despite his effort to preserve a firm accent, 
his voice faltered. " Tarry not in the 
country, but go straight to the harbour of 
Leith and take passage in the first vessel 
that sails — ^no matter whither." 

"There I must oppose your authority, sir," 
broke in Gilbert, warmly. "Before I can 
quit my country I must meet Binram " 

" Madman, think you that he will enter 
the Hsts with one who has been disgraced 
like you — ^with one whose very title to bear 
a sword has been taken from him by com^ 
mand of the Eegent ? " 

" I shall force him to it." 

" What, and bring down upon you the 
whole wrath of Angus. Away with you, 
and leave Binram to me." 

" That will I never do. By his falsehood 
I am degraded, a good lady's fame is stained, 
and I should count myself unworthy to raise 
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my head amongst honourable men were I to 
fly before my sword had proven my truth 
upon his base body." 

" Too base for such a sword as this to be 
defiled with. Nay, listen to me," pursued 
the Captain, with difficulty controlling his 
patience ; " it is not this bastard Barras you 
oppose in this matter, it is the law of Scot- 
land — the authority of Majesty itself. You 
have no longer the right to wear a sword in 
this land. Were you to force Binram to meet 
you, and were you to kill him, the act would 
be held a murder, not the assertion of your 
truth, and you would be hounded from the 
country, or strung up to the nearest tree as 
a criminal. Were you to fall, it would be a 
dog's death; your body would be pitched 
into the first hole, and none would heed 
you." 

" Live or die, I will not budge firom 
Scotland till I leave one villain the less 
behind me." 

"Obstinate!" 

"In this most obstinate. Ah, my true 
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Mend, for our Holy Mother's sake be not 
angry with me, but rather pity me. I 
have tried to put a brave face on this 
matter, but my heart is sore. You can — 
you must feel how my foot would falter, 
how my arm would fail me were I on 
strange soil fighting a stranger's cause, 
ImowiQg the while that I left a name in 
my own dear land upon which the shame 
of false friend and treacherous soldier had 
been branded. I had rather die a felon's 
death down yonder in the Grassmarket 
with every hind to point in scorn and 
jeer at me than suffer that." 

"Danml" growled the Captain, affected 
by the earnestness of his friend's argu- 
ment, and as usual trying hard to hide 
his tenderness; "I have a mind to leave 
you to your fate — ^but no, curse me, TU 
not do that. Where can you hear from 

me ? " 

** At the St. Andrew's Best, at the 

Cross." 
** Enough ; you know where to commu- 
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nioate with me. Now away, in God's 
name, for your hour is up, and saints 
guard you." 

A gentle tap at the door stayed Gilbert's 
adieu on his lips, and startled both himself 
ttud his companion. 

" Now, here is some soft-tongued silken- 
jerkined page come to make inquiry of 
you. Begone," said Lindsay, grimly, 
•^* and, by the rood, for once they shaU find 
me wanting in discipHne." 

He opened the door, and sure enough 
there stood a handsome soft-featured youth 
in page's garb, who asked if Master Elliot 
chanced to be still with the Captain. 

" Ay, he is here/' 

The page stepped into the apartment 
without invitation, closed the door, and 
with his finger on his lips, as if signalling 
the gentlemen to be silent, searched the 
breast of his doublet. He produced a 
dainty billet, which, with a profound salu- 
tation, he delivered to GUbert. 

The CaptaiQ remained silent, with an 
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expression of mingled suspicion and sur- 
prise on his face, whilst Gilbert read : 

*' For the hands of Master Gilbert Elliot, 
greeting. These from a friend. 

**I am in some trouble on your ac- 
oorint, and mnch ooncem for y„,i ».fety. 
But I know that you are true and brave ; 
wherefore I bid you be of good heart ; for 
though the Eegent cannot now be brought 
to favour your cause, there will come a 
time when the wrong that has been done 
you shall be righted. But, in the mean- 
while, the same reason which has reft you 
of your commission imperils your hfe. 
I know this, and pray you to seek safety 
in hastening from the city — ay, from the 
land. Heed this and obey it. Beware of 
Binram, of all villains on the earth, for 
he seeks you with treacherous intent. 

*^ For myself, I am forbidden to wait 
upon my mistress till she send me further 
command. Therefore I too must seek 
safety in flight, and am resolved to escape 
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to my good sister, the lady of Glamis. 
If I can but reach her, I think her pro- 
tection will sufSce to shield me from the 
wrath of one who is, I fear, hastening his 
own overthrow from a height too great 
for his happiness or safety. 

*^ Mary Douglas," 

The excitement Gilbert experienced at 
this new token of the favour of one whoser 
esteem he had begun to value more than 
that of all the world beside, compelled 
him to read the epistle a third time before 
he had grasped the faU import of its 
words. His love came to him like all true 
love, unawares — ^without reason) and cer- 
tainly without calculation of any kind. 
Queen or beggar-maid, she would have been 
the same to him« He knew that now. 

Then, without pausing to explain any- 
thing — ^for he feared that an explanation 
would result in counsel in direct opposition 
to the course his impulse [dictated and 
which he was bent upon following— he asked 
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for inkhom, paper, and qnill. Lindsay 
pointed to where these articles stood on 
the cabinet, and Gilbert hastily wrote : — 

" Mistress Mary Douglas, greeting. 
These from her devoted servant. 

" Sweet Mistress, 

" Under your favour always, if 
Binram seek me we shall soon meet, for 
I seek him. But I will delay the meeting 
if it be your pleasure to command my 
service as your guard to the home of the 
Lady of Glamis in the north. Should this 
be your will, you shall find me at the porch 
of St. Cuthbert's to-night when the bell 
for vespers begins to toll. I will wear a 
black cloak and plumeless bonnet. You 
shall say — ^winter has come; and I shall 
make answer — ^the bird flies. Then we 
shaU know each other, and I will conduct 
you to where a couple of horses will be in 
waiting. 

" By to-morrow at noon, with Heaven's 
help, you shall be safe with Lady Glamis. 

VOL. in. I 
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I dare not speak the gratitude I feel— the 
debt is too heavy now for me ever to 
requite it ; and it grows heavier, yet more 
pleasing to bear eveiy day. 

"GmBERT Elliot, 
" In duty, humble service, and life, yours." 

When he had carefully folded and sealed 
this, he delivered it to the page, who con- 
cealed it under his doublet, and, with 
another profound reverence to both gentle- 
men, departed in the same mysterious 
manner as he had entered. 

" There goes the proper carrier of siUy 
billets, the proper go-between in amorous 
intrigues, which have made more pretty 
men bite the dust than ever there were 
true women enough to replace. Page-craft 
has indeed lost its lustre and become a 
plague." 

This, of course, was a growl from Lind- 
say, some part in sad earnest, for it was 
at this period that the duties of the page 
changed from those of the tiaining for 
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knightly seryjce to those of the mere 
servitor and ornamental attendant. 

" I knew that you would blame me for 
what I have done," said Gilbert, frankly, 
" and therefore I told you nothing till my 
resolve was beyond the aid of counsel.'' 

He informed him of the contents of the 
epistle he had received and the answer he 
had written. " She advised you like a 
sensible woman, and you have acted like 
a fool," commented the Captain. "And 
now I will see you from the castle, for your 
way may be barred if I be not by to take 
the blame of your tarrying beyond the 
hour. You have tied another stone to 
your neck with that letter, and if you 
do not sink with the weight I shall cry 
marvel." 

In bidding him farewell at the outer 
gate, Gilbert pressed his hand fondly as if 
it had been that of a dear parent, and 
hurried across the drawbridge. Had he 
delayed two minutes longer, the event 
Lindsay had feared would have taken place ; 
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for before he had got half-way down the 
hiU, the warder received intimation to de- 
tain him prisoner if he were not already 
beyond the walls of the castle. 

The page who bore Master Elliot's 
epistle for his mistress, Lady Douglas, had 
crossed the court, ascended the broad stair- 
case, and mth his dainty mincing gait 
was passing along the corridor to her lady- 
ship's apartments, when he was stopped 
by a tap on the shoulder from some one 
behind. 

He wheeled round and met the dark eyes 
of Heron Barras. The page bowed with a 
mock air of deep respect, for he had already 
learned that this gentleman was no favourite 
of his mistress. 

"Follow me," said Barras, authori- 
tatively. 

" Under favour, my lord, I am bound to 
attend my mistress, who awaits me." 

Barras frowned. 

"Under favour or not, jackanapes, you 
shall follow me." 
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"I am not bound to follow any man's 
beck, and will not yours." 

The youth turned as if to pursue his 
way. i^ angrily gripped hL by the 
arm. 

^* Hark you, sirrah, his lordship of Angus 
commands you to attend me to his pre- 
sence. Disobey, and — ^there are dungeons 
beneath the tower into which living men 
have entered and never come forth aUve 
again." 

This was said in an ominous whisper. 
The youth trembled, hesitated, then meekly 
followed. 

Barras led him through a number of 
corridors, and at length halted before a 
door, which he threw open." 

"Enter." 

Again the page hesitated, and regarded 
the man with a suspicious glance. But as 
if mesmerized by the dark power of the 
man's eyes, he obeyed. 

" My lord, Angus is not here," he cried, 
starting back. 
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But Barras had closed and secured the 
door. Then he gripped the affiighted 
youth by the throat, and held his poignard 
poised as if to strike. 

" Utter one sound above your breath 
and it is your last. Be silent, obedient, 
and discreet, and you shall have ten gold 
pieces as a present guerdon of the favour 
of my Lord Angus." 

" What — what — ^would you have ? " stam- 
mered the page. 

" Show me the letter you got but now 
from Master Elliot. '* 

" I — ^I have none." 

" That is df pity, for it would have saved 
your life." 

The poignard was descending. 

" Stay, stay, master, and I will do any- 
thing you wish." 

With trembling fingers he produced the 
letter. Barras slipped his poignard under 
the seal, opened it and read it. 

He lit a taper and resealed the letter, 
smiling coldly. 
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"There are the ten gold pieces I pro- 
mised yon. Take this to your mistress ; it 
is not what I expected to find. But mark, 
do but hint that you encountered me in 
your passage, and no power on earth shall 
save you from me. Go, and remember." 

He opened the door, and the trembling 
page hurried away. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

THE VEILED LADY. 

** Jessica, Who are you ? Tell me, for more certainty, 
Albeit I'll swear that I do know your tongue. 

Lor, Lorenzo, and thy love. 

Jes. Lorenzo, certain ; and my love, indeed ; 
For who love I so much ? and now who knows 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours ? 

Lor* Heaven, and thy thoughts, are witness that thou 

art." 

Merchant of Venice, 

In discussing his affairs with the warm- 
hearted but punotiHous Liudsay, Gilbert 
had carefaUy subdued any expression of the 
sentiment which was most powerful in 
determining him to tarry in Scotland until 
he had encoimtered Barras, and by over- 
coming him in arms had proven himseK an 
honest man, in accordance with the creed 
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T^hich then, and till a much later period, 
prevailed, that victory was only vouchsafed 
to him whose cause was just. 

His own disgrace he felt keenly, for it 
effectually barred the way to all farther 
progress in his native land. But he felt 
still more keenly the consciousness that he 
had been the unhappy cause of bringing 
into question the good name of a fair lady, 
to whom, as he himself expressed it, he was 
already too much indebted in simple grati- 
tude for the kindness she had shown him. 
When he had no friend to help him, she, 
unsolicited, had opened the way for him to 
fortune. Thrice she had snatched him 
from the jaws of death — once at the boldest 
risk of her own reputation ; and now that 
reputation was even sullied by the discovery 
of her favom\ 

** The world shall know," he said to him- 
self, with teeth clenched and brows knit, 
** that she is guilty only of possessing a too 
gentle heart, which has exalted the small 
service I rendered her into a deed beyond 
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recompense. Ay, sweet mistress, they shall 
know that you are good and pnre and loyal, 
else I shall not live to know that for my 
sake you have been shamed." 

Even had not his sense of gratitude 
urged him to her defence, another and stiU 
more powerful sentiment would have made 
him her champion. There was no use 
mincing the matter any longer ; the feeling 
he had suspected, doubted, and almost 
feared, had obtained admission to his breast. 
He loved her with his whole heart and soul. 
He remembered with a smile the thoughts 
with which he had for a brief space regarded 
Mistress Spens. 

It was the overwhelming passion for 
Mistress Mary which he no longer attempted 
to disguise to himself that had given the 
impulse for the production of the answer 
he had made to her warning note : and the 
passion seemed rather to gain strength 
the more he endeavoured to subdue it by 
assuring himself that it was hopeless and 
must be put aside. The more he resolved 
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that once he had placed her in safety and 
settled with Barras, he would quit Scotland 
and return no more until he had conquered 
his misplaced love, the weaker he felt him- 
self to carry out the resolution. 

At the St. Andrew's Eest he readily 
obtained the use of a couple of hacks, and 
a small piece of silver placed one of the 
grooms entirely at his service for that night. 
He then partook of some slight refreshment 
and prepared himself to while away the time 
tiU vespers in the best manner possible. 
He was obliged to sit in the common room, 
which, as the afternoon advanced, became 
pretty well occupied by civilians and 
soldiers. He sallied forth. 

The afternoon was duU and foggy, and 
the lowering sky seemed to promise a storm 
before many hours had passed. This, 
though unpleasant, was certainly propitious 
for the project which Gilbert had in view, 
for under the screen of the fog he might 
easily escape from the city with his fair 
prize and defy pursuit. 
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He stopped at one of the booths which 
covered the side of ancient St, Giles's, and 
were known as the Karnes. The one at 
which he stopped was in the occupation 
of a tailor, and a stout dame who stood at 
the door advertised the passengers with a 
shnll shrewish voice and coaxing looks, 
that whatever was needful for the attire of 
a braw gentleman or a bonnie leddy might 
be had within at the most moderate cost. 
Dame Skirlwheel was a notable woman 
amongst her neighbours, for albeit her 
guidman, Sandie, was reputed to lead the 
most henpecked of lives, by her courtesy 
to customers she added to his trade, and 
was ultimately the main instrument in 
making him deacon of his craft. 

To gallants she profifered doublets or hose 
with a coquettish smirk which, as her face 
was not ill-favoured, although her voice was 
somewhat of the swan kind, had its effect ; 
to the ladies she proffered gowns and hoods 
and kirtles, with a curtsy and a word of 
flattery which were also effective in pushing 
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traflBic. All this time Sandie, a wiry little 
man, sat on his boaord within the shop in 
the midst of his apprentices, stitching and 
watching the progress of his helpmate, 
chuckling, no doubt, at her success, not- 
withstanding her tyranny. 

"Would ye deal the day, maister?" 
queried the dame, with her most attractive 
smile, as Gilbert halted. " We hae braw 
silken doublets that would become a fine 
gentleman like ye, and silken hose to 
match. I trow, guid as any that ever cam 
frae France ; or maybe ye would like " 

Gilbert interrupted her in the catalogue 
which he knew she was about to supply of 
the various articles at his command. 

"Nay, dame, I seek only a cloak and 
bonnet of simple stuff." 

" And that ye shall hae, maister, better 
than ye'U get onywhar else in the Lucken- 
booths, or in Edinbro' for the matter 6' 
that." 

Gilbert entered the shop and speedily 
procured the articles he required, but, much 
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to the dame's chagrin, he chose the plainest 
bonnet he could find, and refused to have 
a feather of any kind in it. But she was 
mollified by a free gift of the beaver he had 
been wearing. 

A few doors farther on he found an 
armourer's, where he procured a poignard 
and other requisites. Having secured 
these, he quitted the Luckenbooths and 
entered the G-rassmarket. Then slowly 
turned back to the Cross. 

The fog was thickening, and, as a driz- 
zling rain began to fall, the omen of the 
approaching storm seemed likely to be ful- 
filled. Gilbert curbed his impatience suffi- 
ciently to remain quietly in the hostelry 
till the hour he had appointed for the rescue 
arrived. 

With the first stroke of the vesper bell 
he was at the porch of St. Cuthbert's and 
standing in the light which proceeded from 
the open door, so that he might be readily 
observed and recognized by her for whom 
he waited. His cloak, however, was drawn 
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carefully around him, and the bonnet well 
over his brow, so that the good folks who 
were passing into prayers might not descry 
his features. It was not without certain 
palpitations of hope that she might come 
and fear that she would not, but might 
deem his proffered service an unwarrantable 
piece of presumption, that he prepared to 
wait, for he did not expect her to arrive 
until the bell had done tolling, and when 
the place would be comparatively deserted. 

In this, however, presently he had cause 
to think himseK mistaken. Only twelve 
people had entered the chapel. The thir- 
teenth was a female form muffled in hood 
and cloak, and with face screened by a 
thick veil. His pulse quickened as the 
figure, moving slowly by him, whispered 
tremulously, and as if half doubtful if he 
were the right person — 

** Winter has come." 

''And the bird flies," he responded 
quickly, in an undertone. Then, moving 
towards the door, " FoUow me." 
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He passed out of the porch, and the 
veiled lady, in obedience to his direction, 
followed. When they were beyond the 
radius of the chapel lights, the evening 
being quite dark, Gilbert paused and took 
his companion by the hand. 

^^I must lead your ladyship now," he 
said earnestly; *'but be of good cheer, we 
shall soon be beyond the reach of your 
enemies." 

The lady seemed to be too much agitated 
to make any reply, and in silence he con- 
ducted her to where the ostler of the 
St. Andrew's Eest, faithful to his promise, 
waited with the horses. Still in silence, 
Mistress Douglas was assisted to the saddle. 
An instant afterwards, Gilbert had also 
mounted, and the horses' heads were turned 
northward. 

At first they proceeded at a quick pace, 
but as they left the city behind them, the 
pace was increased to a smart canter. It 
would have been perilous to have increased 
the speed further, for the fog was now so 
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dense that they could not see the road they 
were traversing. To add to the incon- 
venience of the journey, the rain was falling 
heavily, and wild gusts of wind swept along 
the road, threatening to tear the travellers* 
cloaks from their shoulders. 

Gilbert was somewhat surprised by the 
continued reticence of his companion, not- 
withstanding that the circumstances of her 
flight were peculiar and unhappy enough to 
render speech irksome to her. After one 
or two questions as to the manner of her 
escape from the castle, the principal object 
of which was to learn if there were any 
probability of a pursuit, and which she 
answered in monosyllables, he desisted from 
the attempt to draw her into conversa- 
tion. 

They passed Corstorphine, and were 
moving straight toward the Stirling road. 
The wind soughed through the woods with a 
loud murmur like that of an angry sea. At 
distant intervals there was a lull in the 
storm, which seemed perfect quietude in 
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contrast with the roar of the boisterous 
gale. 

During one of these brief lulls, Gilbert 
fancied that he heard the faint clatter of 
horses' hoofs behind. A second time he 
heard the ominous sound, and he was con- 
vinced that they were pursued. 

He felt that his weapons were in readi- 
ness, and urged the horses to greater speed. 

The instant Gilbert had quitted the porch 
of St. Cuthbert's, a man dressed like him, in 
black cloak and plumeless bonnet, took up 
the exact position which he had vacated. 
The man was about the same height as 
Gilbert, and as he had his bonnet drawn 
as far down as to conceal the upper part of 
his face, whilst his cloak was muffled about 
the lower part carefully, it would not have 
been easy at a hasty glance to distinguish 
him from his prototype. 

He stood immovable whilst the people 
passed in to prayers, casting many curious 
looks upon him. At length, when the bell 
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had nearly done tolling, a lady, cloaked and 
veiled, approached with quick nervous 
steps. 

"Winter has come," she whispered, after 
a timid glance at the man, and seemed 
about to pass on. But she halted at his 
response — 

" The bird flies." 

The man moved slowly from the porch, 
and the lady followed. When they were in 
the dark, he said in a husky whisper — 

" Our lives depend upon your silence and 
submission to whatever course I may 
adopt." 

"I have trusted you," she answered 
simply ; " and I should not have been here 
had I not been prepared to do all that you 
might think needful for our safety." 

"We must take a roundabout road to 
reach our journey's end ; but fear nothing." 

"I will not fear until I know there is 
occasion for it." 

" Good. I thank you." 

He conducted her to where a couple of 
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horses were in waiting. They mounted^ 
and rode on at a rapid pace southward, 
through mist and rain, with the wind in 
their teeth bUnding them, and rendering it 
a difficult task for a rider to divine in what 
direction he was moving. 

"Have you not mistaken the road, 
Master EUiot ? ' ' queried the lady, after an 
hour's travel. 

" No, no, this is the road ; be confident.'* 

He still spoke in that husky whisper 
which he had used when they met, although 
there could be no possible reason for sus- 
taining it. 

To this the lady paid no heed, and they 
rode on in silence. 

Gilbert's conviction that he was pursued 
was soon verified, for the hoof-treads behind 
were rapidly gaining upon him. 

Meanwhile, he was perplexed and much 
amazed by the conduct of his companion's 
horse; now it would spring forward as if 
eager to distance the pursuers, and anon its 
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speed would be relaxed, as if it or its rider 
were hesitating whether to go on or turn 
back. 

*'I pray you, Mistress Douglas," said 
Gilbert anxiously, ** permit me to use my 
whip to that stubborn brute ; for I must tell 
you that I believe we are followed, and that 
at no great distance, and if we come no 
better speed than this we shaU surely fall 
into the hands of those whom for the 
present we would avoid." 

"It is none of the horse's blame," 
answered his companion, in a distressed 
tone. 

The voice startled the hearer, for it was 
not like that of Mistress Douglas^ 

" Saints defend me ! what can this mean ? " 
he cried, checking his horse. 

" I am not she you take me for ; I am the 
page Crawford." 

Gilbert brought his horse to a stand. 
Surprise and indignation rendered him for 
one instant speechless. Then — 

'*Now Heaven defend me from an im- 
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worthy act, for my first impulse was to 
strike you down from the saddle, as if you 
had been some vile leper that had poisoned 
my blood." 

" Strike, strike, Master Elliot, for I think 
I could die gladly at your hand, since I 
have, in base fear for my own life, thus far 
helped forward the schemes of a villain and 
ruined my sweet mistress. Strike, for I do 
not deserve to live, and I am ready to atone 
•my treachery with my life. Strike, and fly 
to save yourself, for there come those behind 
us who have been commissioned to destroy 

you." 

" By whom commissioned and by whose 
directions have you thus befooled me and 
betrayed your good mistress ? " 

"Lord Binram, Lord Binram, he is the 
man," cried the page in anguish. 

" As I suspected. His ruffians are close 
upon us. Now, if you care for your miser- 
able life, be silent and obedient." 

" I wiU die if that will serve you or sweet 
Mistress Mary." 
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*^ Come, then, we will quit the road, and 
let these fellows pass on.'' 

Seizing the reins of the page's horse, he 
led it with his own into a thicket close hy, 
and there waited. The boy Crawford ap- 
peared to be sincerely repentant of his 
treachery, and faithfully kept silent, shiver- 
ing all the time with cold and alarm. 

In a few minutes two horsemen gaUoped 
by the place of ambush, and in a few 
minutes more the retreating sound of their 
horses' hoofs was lost in the distance. 

*' Now," said Gilbert, sternly, *' if you be 
really sorry for the misery you have brought 
upon your lady, tell me truly how all this 
has happened." 

*' I will tell you truly," answered the 
page, with chattering teeth. ** On my way 
to Lady Douglas with your letter, Lord 
Binram stopped me, commanded me to 
come straight to my Lord Angus. He 
forced me along with him to a chamber 
where was none but he and I. With 
poignard at my throat, he forced me to 
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yield up your letter. He read it, then 
sealed it, and bade me take it to my mis- 
tress, threatening me with instant death if 
I ever dared to hint at what had been 
done." 

^^ And you obeyed ? " 

" I was a coward, a false knave — oh ! 
master, no vile name is vile enough for my 
treachery. I was fearful of the death he 
threatened me with, and I obeyed him. An 
hour before vespers he summoned me, and 
my lady having dismissed me for the day, 
I went to him. Again, under fear of my 
life, he compelled me to don this woman's 
garb, and instructed me to meet you at St. 
Cuthbert's as I have done. I did not know 
the meaning of this masquerading until I 
heard him whispering to the two fellows 
now just gone by, bidding them follow me, 
and as soon as we had got clear of the city 
to settle with the man who would be with 
me." 

" What then ? " 

" Then I determined that at every risk I 
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would save you from them. Binram parted 
with me near St. Cuthbert's. When you 
spoke to me as to Mistress Douglas, I 
imderstood the scheme that was afloat. 
You had a secret assignation with my lady ; 
believing me to be her, you quitted the 
rendezvous with me, and Binram took your 
place there to meet my lady." 

** How guess you that ? " 

" Because when I parted with him he 
was dressed as you are, in a black cloak 
and bonnet without a feather. I had not 
courage enough to warn you of this while 
we were stiQ within that man's reach." 

The youth sobbed Hke a girl for very 
shame and aching of heart. 

Gilbert did not speak. His wrath 
prompted him to strike the traitor to the 
earth, but his better nature obtained sway, 
and he refrained. 

"Now Heaven forgive you the evil you 
have done," he said calmly, " and may you 
live to regret it." 

He was moving away. 
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*^Ah, let me follow you, good Master 
Elliot," cried the page, imploringly. " Trust 
me only once again. I will be your dog, 
your slave. I will discover where my dear 
mistress has been carried to, and I will help 
you to rescue her. There is no power in 
torture that will make me a second time 
traitor.'* 

" I cannot trust you, boy." 

Gilbert touched his horse, and it sprang 
on to the road. Then with a heavy heart 
he turned his face toward the city. 

"But I will serve you none the less," 
murmured the page, drawing his cuff acrosa 
his eyes ; " and I will find my lady for you 
if I should die for it." 

He also retraced his way to the city. He 
went to the St. Andrew's Eest, whence he 
knew the horses had been procured from 
the parting words Gilbert had addressed to 
the ostler. He found the latter in the 
stables, and in giving him the horse learned 
that Master Elliot had already arrived and 
was to stay the night. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE PRIORY OF ST. MARGARET. 

'' With bitter strokes it both began and ended ; 
She at the first encounter on him ran 
With f nrions rage, as if she had intended 
Out of his breast the very heart have rended ; 
Bnt he, that had like tempests often triedy 
From that first flaw himself right well defended. 
The more she raged the more he did abide ; 
She hew'd, she foyn'd, she lash't, she laid on everj 

side; 
Yet still her blows he bore and her forbore, 
Weening at last to win advantage new." 

The Faery Queen, 

Mistress Douglas, all imsTispicious of the 
treachery to which she had fallen victim, 
accompanied her false guide without again 
questioning him as to the route they 
travelled. The farther they advanced, how- 
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ever, the more she became convinced that 
they could not be progressing northward. 
The conviction sprang from her remem- 
brance of the course they had taken in 
starting, and she could not recollect that 
they had yet altered it by any turn. 

They passed few habitations ; sometimes 
they crossed fields in order to avoid a 
village; they forded several currents, and 
stiU the lady found no landmark that 
satisfied her as to the course they were 
travelling. 

At length the mist began to rise from the 
vaUey. She looked back, and saw the 
north star shining far behind them ; she 
looked forward, and saw that they were 
ascending a hill, on the brow of which she 
was able to descry only the bare outline of 
a dark pile of building. 

By this time the rain had ceased, and the 
violence of the wind had abated. 

" My faith. Master Elliot," said Mistress 
Douglas, gaily, "you have been but a dull 
cavaHer, for you have uttered not a word 
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these five hours. Pray you find your tongue 
now, and tell me what house is this we are 
nearing, and wherefore is the north star 
behind us instead of before us ? " 

" This, madam, is the Priory of St. Mar- 
garet, on Mount Benger, in Yarrow, and 
there we shall pass the rest of the night." 

She was dumb-stricken. The voice was 
not Elliot's, but that of his foe and hers — 
Heron B arras. After the first moments of 
unutterable surprise and horror, she did not 
faint or scream vainly for help ; her quick 
wit instaoitly sought an expedient whereby 
she might escape from the peril into which 
she had fallen, by what trick she could not 
conceive. She struck her horse smartly, 
and it bounded forward, but was imme- 
diately checked and brought back upon its 
haunches by the leading rein, which, un- 
known to her, Barras had fixed to the 
bridle. 

" I expected that," he said, with a 
mocking laugh, ** and you see was prepared 
for it." 
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" I have no weapon," she cried, chafing 
with rage, "else, woman as I am, your 
insolence should have instant chastisement. 
Let go the rein." 

" High words, my lady, may serve at 
whiles," he responded coolly, "but they 
will not cut this leathern strap or carry you 
to your lover." 

" Villain — and coward as well as villain — 
for none but a coward would strike at one 
who is defenceless — ^you shall be bitterly 
sorry for this if I live." 

"Oh, your life is safe enough, for you 
shall find protection within the walls of this 
sanctuary." 

"Wherefore have you brought me here, 
and by what right do you constrain me 
to remain. ? " 

"You have been brought here, madam, 
to keep you out of harm's way, and by the 
authority of your good brother, my Lord 
Angus." 

" You lie, sirrah," she cried, indignant as 
much at the thought of her brother's com- 
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plicity in this outrage as at the insolent 
sneer of the man's tone, **Lord Angus 
would never have intrusted such as you are 
vdth the custody of his sister." 

^'Lord Angus would intrust such as me 
with more things than you wot of, mistress, 
to serve his own wise ends. Wherefore, 
if you regard your own ease, you will curb 
that shrewish tongue of yours, and make a 
friend of me. You wiU the sooner find your 
Uberty." 

'*A friend of you," she retorted, scorn- 
fully. " Ay, when the lamb trusts itself to 
the wolf." 

"As you please, mistress; but since you 
make a woK of me, you shall find that the 
wolf has rare sharp teeth, and knows how 
to use them." 

To this she made no response. She 
perceived that she was unable to cope with 
this man, who was apparently ready to 
proceed to any extremity of violence should 
she give him occasion. She was bitterly 
chagrined and enraged by the success of the 
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ruse to whicli she had fallen victim, and 
was still more enraged to think that her 
brother could have committed her to the 
care of such a fellow as Barras. 

"But I shall baulk their purpose, what- 
ever it be," she said to herself, subduing her 
passion, and preparing to avail herself of the 
first opportunity that might be presented to 
escape. 

The priory of St. Margaret on Mount 
Benger had been founded in honour of the 
good queen of that name. It was a square 
building, with lowering battlements. It 
was surrounded by a high double waU, and 
a similar wall inclosed the extensive gardens 
or pleasance in the rear of the building, 
where were many verdant nooks and shady 
retreats for the sisterhood to pass the brief 
time allotted to them between the hours of 
rehgious exercise. But over all the bloom 
and verdure of the grounds, the priory 
loomed like a black shadow, silent, mys- 
terious, and sombre. It seemed like a 
grand tomb in the midst of flowers. 
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They had now arrived at the gateway, 
and on the summons of Barras the postern 
was opened for their admission. They 
passed into a square court, where Barras 
dismounted, and offered his hand to Mistress 
Douglas to assist her from the saddle. She 
seemed disposed to retain her seat; sud- 
denly she altered her mind, and leapt 
lightly to the ground, spuming his proffered 
hand. 

" This way, madam," he said coldly. 

She followed, and he, as if well acquainted 
with the place, crossed the court, ascended 
a flight of stairs, and halted before a low 
arched doorway, which he struck thrice 
with his whip. Entrance was obtained 
immediately, as if their coming had been 
expected and awaited. 

They were conducted into a small cham- 
ber, in which the only articles of farniture 
were an image of the Saviour, a priedieu, 
and a block of wood, intended to serve as a 
seat for atiy who might be disposed to sit 
whilst waiting the pleasure of the Prioress. 

VOL. III. L 
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" Stay here a few minutes, madam," said 
Barras, as he was leaving Mary. ** The 
asylum which your good brother has chosen 
for you will withdraw you from a corrupt 
world, wherein your purity might have 
suffered, until such time as you can submit 
to his will or take the veil. I go to recom- 
mend you specially to the Lady Superior, 
and if my poor credit avails aught, beUeve 
me I shall neglect nothing that can insure 
for you here the treatment you merit." 

She was a brave woman, but the import 
of these words, and the sneer with which 
they were accompanied, indicating how 
completely she was at this man's mercy, 
made her heart quake. She comprehended 
now the fate Angus had in store for her, 
and she comprehended how far he had 
been driven by his hot temper — ^prompted 
doubtless by Barras for some dark purpose 
of his own — driven even to a doubt of her 
honour. 

Her cheeks tingled with the shame the 
very thought engendered, and she was as 
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eager now to meet her brother face to face 
as she had been a little while ago to shun 
him. The indignity, too, which was being 
heaped upon her was not the least of the 
hardships she had to endure. 

She began to pat the stone floor 
impatiently with her foot, and ia this oc- 
cupation she was only interrupted by the 
appearance of an attendant to inform her 
that the Prioress awaited her. 

She followed the woman to the receiving- 
room of the Priory. It was a large chamber, 
and was at present illumed by two lamps. 
It was divided in the centre by an iron 
grating, which was hung with curtains of 
black serge ; whilst along the side ranged 
a species of low form covered with velvet, 
apparently intended for sitting or kneeling. 
The thick wall was pierced by three small 
windows, which could be reached only by 
the four steps built in the recess of each 
with that object. On the wall opposite the 
windows hung a large and fine painting 
representing the Virgin visited by the 
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angel ; and this, with a beautiful image 
in ivory of the crucifixion, were the only 
adornments of the place. 

The Prioress was seated on a raised chair, 
and B arras was standing humbly before her, 
bonnet in hand. 

Mary fancied that there was a gleam as 
of triumph in the man's cunning eyes as she 
entered. But, without deigning to notice 
his presence, she made a dignified bow to 
the Lady Superior, who acknowledged the 
salutation by a slow stiff bend of the head. 

An incomprehensible shudder as of cold 
passed over Mary as she halted before the 
chair of the Prioress on the place she was 
beckoned to by a long bony hand. With 
haughty mien, she waited to learn the 
purpose for which she was brought there. 
She had not long to wait. 

" This is the lady, madam," said Barras^ 
addressing the Prioress. ^' The epistle of 
my Lord Angus informs you that I am 
charged to see his instructions regarding 
her carried oiit, does it not ? " 
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The Superior of the Priory referred to 
a letter which she held open in her hand. 

" It is as you say, my lord." 

" His lordship desires that she shall take 
the veil of your order in two or three months, 
unless before that time she has submitted 
herself entirely to his wishes." 

** It is even so." 

** It is a headstrong spirit she possesses, 
I grieve to say. She, unhappily, nourishes 
an attachment to the things of the world, 
and a guilty passion for one who, besides 
being far below her in station, has been 
degraded from the ranks of the royal guard. 
He desires her to be cured of this passion at 
any sacrifice." 

'* She shall be cured," commented the 
Prioress, in her cold-methodic voice. 

"I know, madam, that you cannot be 
otherwise than good with her, for it is in 
your pure and gentle character to be always 
so. But I must pray you to temper this 
extreme goodness with a little firmness. 
Believe me, she will else soon find the way 
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to render your control of little avail by 
taking advantage of your kindness." 

*' I will remember." 

** Mistress Douglas," he continued with 
hypocritical humility, and a sidelong glance 
at the fretful victim of his aspersions, " has 
made a bad return for all the kindness of 
her brother. She has deceived him, and in 
a person so young that indicates a heart 
strangely corrupt. Surround her then with 
the keenest surveillance, and by your ex- 
ample and your good counsels endeavour to 
win her back to honest sentiments." 

*' Acquaint Lord Angus that I am deeply 
sensible of his favours, and will obey his 
wishes faithfully." 

Barras bowed low and retired. 

During this conversation, Mary stood 
glancing with haughty indignation from one 
to the other of the speakers. Several times 
she had been upon the point of interrupting 
the discourse ; but respect for the place and 
the knowledge that any untimely display 
of temper would not further but rather 
retard her liberation, restrained her. 
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One contemptuous glance at the man as 
he retired, and she turned to the Prioress. 
The latter had raised her veil, and the two 
women regarded each other fixedly, as if 
measuring strength for the contest which 
was about to begin. 

The Prioress of St. Margaret was a 
woman of about fifty years, and had once 
been handsome ; but the austerities of her 
religion and the bitter workings of a jealous 
spirit had deprived her of that grace which 
is in age a second beauty. Her complexion 
was yellow as old ivory ; her eyes black and 
piercing, her lips thin and discoloured. 
The expression of the visage was that of 
one habituated to exercise authority, but it 
was authority of a martinet sort. There 
was something in her whole appearance 
strangely hard and unsympathetic; and 
this destroyed the natural advantages of her 
person. 

Within the walls of the Priory she was 
known as the Superior, Mother Ursula ; but 
in the world she had been known as Mis- 
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tress Elizabeth Barras. She sprang from 
an obscnre family in Cumberland, and by a 
certain talent for intrigue had pushed her 
own way in the world. She had met the 
master of Ker (father of Lady Spens), and 
deemed him worth wedding, having failed 
to achieve that object in two or three 
other directions. The gentleman, however, 
valued her favours lightly, and a couple of 
years after she had given birth to a son, he 
wedded a lady of the Maxwell family. 

Maddened and fiUed with spleen by this 
slight, she entered the convent, where she 
turned her intriguing talents to so much 
account, that she was in a few years ap- 
pointed Prioress of St. Margaret, and had 
something to do with the plots of various 
scheming prelates, who, since Flodden had 
left so many fat livings vacant, were moving 
heaven and earth to advance their own 
ambitious desires. This was not the least 
of the many movements which disturbed 
the country and made rehgion a mockery. 
"Witness the unseemly appeal to arms of the 
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three prelates, G-awin Douglas, the poet 
Bishop of Dunkeld and uncle of Angus ; 
Hepburn, Prior of St. Andrews ; and For- 
man, Bishop of St. Andrews, to prove their 
title to the Archbishopric of St. Andrews, 
rendered vacant by the death of Elphin- 
stone. 

But the success which attended the 
intrigues of the Prioress had not healed 
the wound Ker had made in her heart and 
pride. She nourished a secret rancour, not 
only against the man who had wronged her, 
his wife and his daughter, but against the 
wo^ld, and, especially as years advanced, 
against those who had youth and beauty. 

Mother Ursula and Mistress Douglas 
recognized each other as enemies in that 
moment of silent examination. The latter 
felt her blood freeze as it were under the 
cold rapid glance of the Superior ; and the 
Prioress, in the bright loveliness of her new 
charge, was reminded of the charms she 
had lost, and of the humiliation she had 
endured. Hate entered her breast, and the 



154 THE BRAES OF YARROW. 

mission her son Heron Barras had confided 

■ 

to her became one that, setting aside her 
desire to advance his interest on all occa- 
sions, would gratify her to fulfil. 

"Welcome, my daughter," she said, with 
a pale smile. " Your brother, the good 
Earl Angus, has wisely chosen a retreat for 
you in this pious house which the sinful 
noises of the world never penetrate. Ke- 
joice, my daughter, that you are come 
here." 

"I would rejoice, madam," replied Mary, 
haughtily, "had I come here by my own 
will. But I have been brought here by 
treachery, and if I am detained it will be 
only by force. You can scarcely expect 
that I will rejoice to find this house a 
prison, whether it be a pious one or no." 

The lips of Ursula were pinched as with 
a spasm of rage, but she responded softly — 

" You are not in a prison ; this is a sanc- 
tuary devoted to the service of the Sacred 
Mother, by whom you will be protected. 
You are young, my daughter, and subject 
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to the illusions of the world; but in the 
profound peace of this mansion you Tvill 
learn to forget them ; and I hope you will 
soon become one of the blessed troop of 
virgins Heaven has confided to my care." 

Mary listened to this little discourse with 
her eyes fixed on those of the speaker. 
The words were soft enough and good 
enough in their way, but they were spoken 
from habit, not from the heart. Although 
disposed to gaiety, and of a quick passionate 
nature, Mary was thoroughly sincere in 
every thought and act; so that falsehood 
under the cloak of religion was to her 
doubly repugnant. 

She could not conceal her impression, 
and the frown which flitted across the brow 
of the Prioress, together with a shade of 
pallor, denoted that she observed the effect 
of her words. At the same time she com- 
prehended the spirit she had to deal with in 
her prisoner, her own spirit of aversion was 
pricked to vigour, and she resolved to sub- 
due the haughty jade. 
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"I place due value on your kindness, 
madam," said Mary, calmly, "but I will 
never become one of your order." 

^^ The Holy Mother will accomplish your 
conversion." 

*^ Never to that end. But, pray you, 
madam, if this house be not a prison for 
me, wiU you throw open the doors, and 
permit me to go freely forth ? " 

**I cannot. You have been committed 
to my care by your natural protector, the 
Earl of Angus, who is, beUeve me, wiser in 
your behalf than yourself, and you must be 
taught submission." 

" I understand, then, that I am a 
prisoner." 

She was beginning to beat the floor with 
her pretty foot — always a sign with her that 
her passion was getting beyond her control. 

*^ That is a hard name to give to the 
kindness of those who esteem you, my 
daughter," rejoined the Prioress, still in her 
cold methodic tone. 

*^ Tush, woman I I am no child or fool, to 
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swallow poison as a plum because it is 
sugared. Do you refuse to let me go 
hence?" 

"I must." 

*^ Then I must seek a way without your 
leave." 

The Prioress rose hastily from her seat. 

** I grieve, my daughter, to see that the 
world has so strong a hold of you. I pray 
for your conversion." 

There was rancour in her tone and 
manner, and she swept out of the room as 
if afraid to trust herself longer with one 
who had already pierced her mail of cold 
self-command. 

Mary looked after her with passionate 
scornful eyes. Then, finding herself alone, 
she hastily examined the room. The door 
was fast; she ran up to each of the 
windows, and found them guarded by iron 
gratings. It was indeed a prison to which 
she had been entrapped. 

Baffled in every attempt to discover a 
loophole for egress, she was standing vexedly 
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gazing around her, when the door reopened 
and a black veiled sister carrying a light 
appeared. 

" Madam, I come to take you to your 
chamber," said the sister, in a low pleasing 
voice. 

Mary, eyeing the speaker curiously, 
nodded for reply, and followed through a 
lengthy corridor, up a narrow staircase, 
through another corridor to the door of a 
chamber in the north angle of the bmlding. 

On the way she had carefully examined 
the passage and counted the doors on either 
side. She was confident that she could 
find the way back again. 

** This is your chamber, sister," said the 
guide, opening the door ; *' good night." 

" Good night." 

Mary entered; the door was closed and 
locked. 
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CHAPTEE XI. 

THE SEOBET OF THE TUBBET. 

" What tiger or what other savage wight 
Is so exceeding furious and fell 
As Wrong when it hath arm'd itself with might ? 
Not fit 'mongst men that do with reason well, 
But 'mongst wild beasts and savage woods to dwell ; 
Where still the stronger doth the weak devour, 
And they that most in boldness do excel 
Are dreaded most and feared for their power." 

Spekseb. 

TusHiELAW, with sullen determination bent 
upon keeping the troth he had pledged to 
his dead foster-brother, continued to scour 
the country round in search of Kirsty 
Hyslop ; but still without avail. He had 
also despatched Eddie Craig and another 
to Edinburgh to act under the orders of 



160 THE BRA£S OF YARROW. 

Barras in finding Elliot and settling with 
him. As has been related, the timely 
warning of the page Crawford rescued 
Gilbert from the first attempt of the two 
assassins. 

So the border chief fretted and fumed and 
hunted his human quarry with his dark 
purpose stni unachieved. 

Meanwhile the gipsy youth Kaza, although 
he was regarded with Kttle else than scorn 
by the greater number of the borderers for 
his lack of strength and hardihood, was 
pitied by the others on account of being a 
natural or sort of harmless idiot, and rapidly 
grew in favour with the chief. 

None could divine how this favour was 
obtained ; but, probably, even the rude 
nature of Tushielaw was affected by the 
weakness and friendless condition of the lad* 
Besides, little wit as Kaza might have, he 
appeared to have enough to know that his 
condition would be improved in the ratio of 
his service to the chief. Accordingly, he 
was always ready at his beck to run any- 
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where or do anything for him, and in return 
Tushielaw, in his rough way, liked the ladj 
finding him useful. 

With another person Kaza had found 
favour, and that was none other than hi& 
captor, the dwarf Hornie. Although the 
latter hked rarely to play some trick on 
the young gipsy for the amusement of 
his master, the deformed man and the half- 
wit were great friends. 

They were often seen together, often 
found in out-of-the-way nooks of the tower^ 
playing at hide and seek, as Hornie ex- 
plained on being questioned. 

On one occasion, when Yetholm Will wa» 
passing the south turret chamber, the door 
was slightly ajar, and he overheard the 
voices of Hornie and Kaza in what appeared 
to be earnest converse. Now, this chamber 
was specially devoted to the use of the 
master ; the door, which had recently been 
renewed, was a double one of strong oak^ 
and studded with broad-headed nails. He 
always carried the key about his person, 

YOL. III. M 
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and never permitted any one to enter the 
chamber save when he was present. 

Curious to know how the dwarf and the 
natural had got into the secret room, and 
what they were talking about, Will listened. 

*' If it be not here, mistress, then it is not 
in the tower," said Homie, in a tone of 
respect such as Will had never known him 
to use before. 

" Then all my labour will be vain ! " sighed 
Kaza, more like a woman, Will thought, 
than a hall-wit gipsy lad. 

" The chamber would ne'er have been 
guarded so well had there been no secret 
to guard. Make use of the time and seek 
high, seek low, seek roof and floor and waUs. 
I hae kenned a bit of tapestry hide rare 
treasures." 

At this Will burst into the room, his duU 
mind grasping only the commonest notion 
that the pair were attempting to rob the 
master. This notion was engendered 
chiefly by the last word Homie had uttered 
— *' treasures." 



THE SBCRET OF THE TURRET. 1G3 

He found Kaza in the act of raising a 
portion of the dust-covered tapestry, which 
he dropped as if in alarm the instant the 
man appeared. The dwarf was on his kneea 
on the floor, scrutinizing every seam and 
chink. 

His attention was attracted by the noise 
Will made in entering, and twisting his head 
over his shoulder to see who came, he saluted 
him with one of his loud hoarse laughs. He 
did not betray the least fear or confusion. 

" What, in the fiend's name, are ye twa 
seeking here ? " demanded Will gruffly, and 
still suspicious. 

"Come ye hither, Yethohn Will," an- 
swered the dwarf, " an' gies a hand. We're 
peeking a treasure, man, that's worth 
finding— haw, haw, haw!" 

" Out o' this, ye thievin' loons, and ye 
shall hear what the master says when he 
kens ye hae been here." 

" Na, Will, na, we'll no gang oot," said 
Homie, coolly continuing his search, but 
now with the air of one seeking some object 
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which might be easily seen. "We'll no 
gang oot, man, but ye'll come and help us 
to find the gem that we were sent here to 

seek." 

**Were ye sent here?" queried Will, 
beginning to think he had made a mistake. 

"Ay, what else?'' 

" Wha sent ye ? " 

" The master, of course." 

"What for?" 

" Why, ye gowk, to find the dame his 
mither's distaff which we are to carry to 
Harden. Had it no been for that how do 
ye think we would hae gotten the key to 
win in here ? " 

"Humph," muttered the man as he re- 
tired, satisfied that he had misunderstood 
what he had heard, yet not without casting 
another suspicious look at Kaza, who had 
now recovered his ordinary manner of 
simple interest in everything he saw. 

Homie sprang to his feet, and with quick 
but cautious movements closed the door 
and bolted it. He leaned his back against 
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it, and his heavy features were distorted 
with the alarm he had so cleverly concealed 
whilst the man was in the room. 

" Certes, my lady," he said in a whisper, 
*' we were near nabbit that time. Ye maun 
hae left the door agee." 

" But what will we do ? " exclaimed Eaza 
in a whisper also, and in much distress; 
'' he will tell Tushielaw." 

Hornie gave his neck an uncomfortable 
jerk. 

** My feggs, then, if he does tell we'll hae 
to wear hempen cravats for an hour or twa. 
Tushielaw would hang us oot yonder on the 
gallows tree just as though we were twa 
kittlins ower mony for him, if he kent we 
had been here. I hae seen him do't before 
noo." 

Kaza shuddered at the doom which was 
suspended over them by such a thin thread 
as the chance of Yetholm Will's silence of 
speech. Then with an effort he regained 
composure and spoke quietly — 

" We must make the most of this oppor- 
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tunity, then, and pray Heaven that we 
succeed." 

" That's just my opinion, my lady ; sae if 
yell gang outside and watch, I'll seek the 
hiding-place o' the treasure, though I'm 
muckle doubtful whether or no the thing ye 
want is in existence ; an' if it be ye'll hae 
kittle wark to win out o' the tower wi' it." 

" What I seek is worth dying for." 

'* Weel, gang ye oot, my lady, and when 
ye heaj or see onybody coming, whistle-— 
but ye canna whistle, so jist sing a line o' a 
sang, and I'll ken what to do." 

The gipsy laddie, or, as has doubtless 
been already discovered, Lady Spens, went 
out to the corridor and remained there upon 
the watch for nearly half an hour. 

The object for which she had braved every 
peril and voluntarily entered the Kon's den, 
was near its achievement or its utter failure. 
If, as Gilbert Elliot had informed her, and 
had declared to the Council of State, 
Tushielaw was concerned in the treachery 
by which Flodden battle was alleged to have 
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been lost, there must be in the tower some 
document relating to the transaction ; and 
failing documents, there must be some 
portion of English gold sufficiently large to 
excite suspicion — for English gold was a 
rarity in Scotland at this time. 

But she had little hope of being able to 
bring home to the Borderer the charge 
which Elliot had made, and which she, for 
her husband's sake, intended not to repeat 
unless she could find the proof of it in some 
positive and indisputable shape. 

For that proof she had now, with the 
assistance of the dwarf, vainly ransacked 
every nook and cranny in the tower except 
this turret chamber, and here she hoped — 
nay, was almost assured — that she would 
find what she sought. The singular care 
with which the Borderer guarded this room, 
and the erection of the new door shortly 
after the battle — the particulars of which 
she gathered from the troopers and from 
Homie — convinced her that there was some 
secret of high import hidden within. 



168 THE BRAEB OF YARROW. 

Day after day she had waited for the 
opportunity to penetrate the mystery, and 
at length Homie had succeeded in purloin- 
ing the key from the doublet of the master. 

She had been disappointed upon entering 

m 

the room, for it was furnished only with a 
table and a couple of high-backed chairs, 
which were easily examined, but yielded no 
satisfaction- They had been on the point 
of searching for some cunningly contrived 
hiding-place when they were interrupted by 
Yethohn WiU. 

Better fortune attended the second effort ; 
during the whole time she remained on the 
watch, nobody approached that part of the 
house. Her pulse quickened, and her eyes 
kindled with expectation as Hornie came 
running to her- 

"I hae found out the secret," he said, in 
a hot whisper, and quivering with eagerness. 
" I hae found the place, and there's wealth 
o' gowd and silver." 

'* Nothing else ? " she said, almost as if 
she were disappointed. 
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" I canna tell> for my e'en were dazzled 
sae that. I couldna make out what was a' 
there." 

" Show me the place." 

"I'll bide here and watch: when I whistle 
sKp out as quick as ye can. Ye'll easily 
find the hiding-place, for it's jist under the 
window, twa spans from the bottom; ye'U 
touch a spring, then the stone moves on a 
pivot, and ye '11 see sic a sight as will make 
your e'en dance as mine did." 

She hurried back to the turret chamber 
and eagerly recommenced the search — so 
eagerly that she forgot to listen for Homie's 
signal of danger. 

Following the directions she had received, 
she drew aside the tapestry beneath the 
window, and without much difficulty found 
the secret of the reiver's treasure-chest. 
On pressing a small wedge-like stone, a 
large square block beneath it moved from its 
place, and with a httle exertion she turned 
it on its pivot, reveahng a large dark recess. 

She was too anxious in pursuit of her own 
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object to be surprised by thp stores of gold 
and silver which lay before her, but she 
carefully examined the contents of a leather 
bag. It contained probably two hundred 
pieces of gold, bearing the English stamp 
of Henry VIII. 

" This, then, is the price of his treachery," 
she muttered bitterly ; " but how can this 
discovery serve me if there be no other 
proof of his guilt ? " 

With hands trembling imder the excite- 
ment of mingled hope and sickening doubt, 
she examined every cranny of the recess 
without finding that which she had hoped 
for and prayed for. But as with quivering 
lips she was about to desist in despair, her 
eyes lighted upon the handle of a small key, 
which was partly concealed by the leather 
bag. Shifting the bag by a great exertion of 
her strength, she drew out the key, which was 
of pecuhar workmanship and much corroded 
with rast. Again she eagerly scxatmi.ea the 
safe for some lock which this key uiight open, 
and again was disappointed. 
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She stood for some minutes looking^ 
piteously upon the little rusted instrument 
to which her fancy attributed the magic 
power of revealing to her a treasure of more 
worth than all the gold and silver amongst 
which she found it, could she but discover 
the lock it served. Then chiding herself 
for this delusion, she was about to throw 
the key bax^k, concluding that it would have 
worn some signs of use, and would not 
have been leffc carelessly to rust there if it 
had possessed half the importance which 
she was disposed to endow it with, when 
Homie rushed into the room. 

" Saunts aboon," he cried, in a quick 
whisper, " did you no hear me whistle like 
a mavis ower its cleckin' ? The chiefs 
coming himself." 

WhUst he was speaking, he moved the 
stone of the recess into its place, dropped 
the tapestry over it, and hurried the lady 
out of the chamber, carefully locking the 
door after them. 

Then with light steps they sped along 
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the corridor till they reached a spiral 
staircase, by which they ascended to the 
ramparts. 

The lady, exhausted by her exertions 
and agitation, leaned heavily against the 
parapet. 

The dwarf, with serious visage, bent over 
the staircase, listening intently for any 
sound of unusual commotion. 

" We are safe yet," he said, presently 
looking up ; *^ he hasna been wantin' to get 
into the turret chamber. Have ye found 
what ye sought?" 

'' No." 

*' Confound it, what will we do then ; for 
I must take the key back to his room, so 
that he may never know that it has been 
aw^a. 

^* You can do so, for the search is vain," 
she returned, sadly. 

"Never say that until we are hanged, 
for ye never ken what we may learn to- 
morrow. But what's that ye hae got iu 
your hand ? " 
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The attention of Mistress Spens was thus 
called to the rusted key which she uncon- 
sciously retained in her hand. She threw 
it carelessly to the dwarf, who snatched 
it up with an exclamation of joy, and made 
a wild caper with his long arms and short 
legs as if he had become suddenly de- 
mented. 

** What has happened ? " queried the 
lady; wonderingly. 

" Victory, victory 1 " cried Homie, with 
another caper, and forgetting necessary 
caution in his mysterious deUght. 

" Be still, be still, good friend, and tell 
me what this means ! " exclaimed Mistress 
Spens, excitedly. 

Homie checked his fantastic movements 
and spoke composedly, but with glistening 
eyes. 

" Bide ye there till I come back, and then 
ye shall ken the meaning of it a'." 

Before she could attempt to stay him, 
he darted down the staircase. 

He hastened to the sleepyig-room of 
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Tushielaw, and threw the key of the turret 
•ohainber on the floor so that the chief 
xnight find it, and think that it had fallen 
accidentally from his pouch. Without 
being seen by any one, Hornie returned 
to the rampart, where Lady Spens, in a 
state of excited bewilderment, waited for 
him. 

" Keep me no longer in suspense," she 
said, "but say quickly what matter of joy 
you have found ? '' 

" That wiU I gladly, my lady ; this rusty 
key that ye held of so small account is the 
ohiefest treasure of the turret chamber/' 

"Why so?" 

" Because it keeps that which will prove 
your guidman an honest knight, and 
Tushielaw a doomed scoundrel. I'm sure 
the proof exists noo, for if it didna this 
bit of old steel would not have been 
.guarded so siccarly. Come wi' me." 

He led the way down to the lowest 
•dungeons of the keep, pausing only to 
procure stealthily a crusie, which, with the 
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help of flint and steel, he lighted. When 
they had entered a dark and damp narrow 
passage — 

" There is no muckle fear of onybody 
coming down here unless they canna help 
it," he said, hurrying forward; **but keep 
your ears open lest ill luck should send 
some gowk dandering this gate." 

They now entered a passage which ap- 
peared to be roughly hewn out of the rock, 
and it gradually narrowed as they advanced, 
till, when they reached its extremity, they 
could not staled abreast. 

Homia gave the light to his companion, 
and bade her stand back a little. Then, 
exerting all the strength of his body, he 
succeeded in rolling over a block of sand- 
stone, which was almost as large as himself, 
and which had been partly leaning against 
the rocky wall that terminated the passage. 

He leaped nimbly over the stone and 
knelt upon the clammy floor. Mistress 
Spens held the light to him, whilst he 
scraped aside some earth and revealed an 
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iron ring : vnth this he raised a stone of 
about a foot square, beneath which was a 
small iron box banded with steel and riveted 
to the rock. 

" It's here," he cried gleefully, and then 
jumping on to the top of the boulder ha 
had moved from its place, he seated him- 
self, with his legs crossed and gripping hia 
ankles with his hands. 

"Now," he continued, "I will expound 
to your ladyship this mystery." 

Marvelling at the dwarfs strange con- 
duct, hoping, yet quivering with doubt, 
Mistress Spens listened to his revelation 
with deepest interest. 



( 177 ) 



CHAPTEE XII. 



THE dwarf's story. 



^' Bnt as he nigher drew, three knights he spied 
All arm'd to point issuing forth apace, 
Which toward him with all their power did ride. 
And meeting him right in the middle race, 
Did all their spears at once on him enchace 
As three great culyerings for battery bent. 
And leyell'd all against one certain place, 
Do all at once their thunder's rage forth vent 
That makes the walls to stagger with astonishment."' 

The Faery Queen, 

*^ It behoves me to acquaint you, my lady^ 

how it is that ye have found me so ready 

to take part in your cause and your guid- 

man's against the chief I serve," Homie 

commenced with a consequential air; "but 

you will be startled to ken that the man 

I serve hanged my father. That's a long 
YOL. ni. y 
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while syne, and I mind nothing about it ; 
and now he is chasing my mother, intend- 
ing to show her the same mark of his 
favour." 

" Your mother !" exclaimed Lady Spens. 

"Ay, Kirsty Hislop, called the witch, 
though, between ourselves, she is nae mair 
fi witch than I'm a brownie, yet I hae 
played some queer cantrips in my time. 
She is my mother, and that's how she 
•came to ken everything that was passing 
here, and it was in order that she might 
ken, that years syne she forced me to 
resign my chance of pushing my fortune 
at court — where sic wit as mine can be 
properly appreciated — to sjpend my best 
days dancing at the tail of the King of 
the Borders waiting for an opportunity to 
«,ccount wi' him for my father's end. 

" Ye ken that ye hae been kind to the 
auld wife, and, what was mair to the 
purpose, the Knight of Halstane befriended 
my father when he lived — rest his soul; 
he was an honest man and aye true to 
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his word, though he did whiles mistake a 
neebor's coo for his ain. These were good 
reasons why we should haud our duty to 
the Spens' before even our ain desire for 
vengeance. Sae, besides watching for our 
ain turn, we were watching for yours too ; 
but of that only Sir Walter was ware. 
This was how he came to need our help. 

''It is mair than three years since your 
father. Sir Matthew Ker, then warder of 
the Middle Marches, was slain when he gaed 
with peaceful intent to a March meeting." 

*' I remember," said the lady, sorrow- 
fuUy. 

"But you do not ken who were his 
slayers, for there were three of them, and 
only one has got his deserts. Well, when 
the braw chiels o' the borders had forgotten 
a' their feuds and were amusing themsel's 
drinking an gaming thegither, just as if 
they had never cried the hot trod after 
ane anither, or tried the temper o' steel 
in earnest, Sir Matthew Ker was bidden 
step apart, a quarrel was made, and before 
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he conld cry, *Ker to the rescue,' he was 
stricken down by the lance of Heron 
Barras, and poignarded by Tushielaw and 
the other ohiel wha was hanged for it." 

^* Stay, for pity's sake ! I know that my 
brother is base — ^I know that he has been 
most unkind to me — ^but I cannot credit 
that he would have raised his hand to slay 
his father." 

" Whether he was his father or no — and 
black as it may be to think on — Heron 
Barras struck the first blow, for I mysel' 
saw him do it." 

" Then, may the sweet Virgin obtain 
pardon for him," moaned the poor lady, 
subduing her emotion with all the strength 
at her command. 

'^ Syne, when it was kent that blood was 
drawn, a' the mirth of the day was changed 
like magic into the din of battle. There 
was riding and fighting, and swearing and 
tearing enow, and in the midst of the steer 
the three loons were aff safe and sound ; 
for Tushielaw hadna men enough wi' him 
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to have foughten his way to the tower, 
supposing it had been kent what a finger 
he had in the pie, and supposing the gowks 
had had wit enough to have combined to 
attack the causers of the fray. But he 
marched as bravely hame as if he had 
been the maist Juing of ony to help 
justice. 

"He carried Barras safely with him and 
got him across the border in a day or twa 
hale and sound. Well, Sir Walter Spens 
learned through me how Sir Matthew had 
fallen ; but what wasna sae weel, Tushielaw 
soon kent that he kent it. Guid reason 
why Tushielaw should set himsel' to work 
to get Spens out o' the road. That was 
how your guidman first needed my help 
and my mother's — to watch the treacherous 
movements of Tushielaw and give him 
timely tidings that he might circumvent 
them. 

" As our duty bound us, we have tried to 
act faithfully." 

" And you have done it truly." 



182 THE BRAES OP YARROW. 

" Thae words are sweet, lady, for it warms 
the heart to ken that those we serve value 
our service. Well, on the night before the 
battle of Flodden I was in the English 
camp. Two men in black mail with visors 
closed sought audience with the Earl Surrey 
on a matter of high import to England. 
The interview was granted. 

** * Eaise your visors, sirs,' said the Earl. 

** ^ We crave indulgence, my noble lord,' 
said one of the two. * We are a couple of 
unfortunate men, and under your lordship'a 
favour, must state our business ere we 
reveal ourselves.'- 

** At first his lordship was not inclined to 
comply with the conditions upon which 
they desired to be heard; but at last agreed, 
in accordance with the advice of cunning 
Lord Dacres. 

"The one of the black mails who had 
spoken before took the word again. 

" * May it please your lordship, we are 
borderers both. There is not a morass or 
moor, a hilJ or dale, on all the debatable 
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land or twenty miles round it but we 
know* If it be your lordship's pleasure to 
accept our services, we pledge ourselves 
to guide your army by a short and speedy 
route through the morass to the rear of the 
Scottish army, so that you shall stand 
betwixt them and their own country, and 
cut off all communication and suppUes.' 

" * Ha ! say you ; by St. Creorge, that 
were a most worthy service.' 

" * And we are prepared to render it.' 

" ^ We accept. But stay ; what con- 
dition do you tag to this proffer of aid ? ' 

*** Nothing more, my lord, than pardon 
for what offences we may have committed 
on the borders, and your protection against 
the vengeance of the Scots.' 

" Surrey consulted with his advisers, 
and, agreeably to their lordships' counsel, 
said — 

" * Provided you have not been guilty of 
treason against his Majesty King Henry, 
we accede to your supplication, and will 
give you freely two hundred gold pieces 
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each if you * can lead us in safety and with 
speed to the north of Flodden field.' 

" * We are guilty of no treason against 
his gracious Majesty of England — so wisely 
represented in your lordship's nohle person 
— and we will do what we have promised.' 

** ^ Show your faces, then, like honest 
men.' 

" The visors were raised, and showed the 
faces of Heron Barras and Adam Scott of 
Tushielaw. 

" Earl Surrey was not well pleased with 
what he had done when he knew the men, 
but he would not break his word even to 
such as them. There was no parchment in 
the camp, so a skin was cut from a drum, 
and my Lord Surrey divided it into two 
parts, and wrote for each of the traitors 
a free pardon for any offence they had 
hitherto committed, and a promise of two 
hundred pounds English money in gold, 
on condition that they conducted his army 
in safety to the north of Flodden field. 

*' Barras and Tushielaw fulfilled their part 
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of the bargain aiid Surrey his. I managed 
to acquaint Spens with what had happened 
before morning. He on the instant de- 
spatched a messenger to Lord Home, 
desiring him to inform the King, as he was 
imable to quit his post. 

" By the treachery of that messenger, 
Barras and Tushielaw learned that Spens 
was acquainted with their treason. Good 
reason why they sought his life in 'the 
battle, and afterwards sent abroad the false 
charge that he had betrayed and actually 
murdered the King. 

**When Sir Walter was in hiding at 
Merlin's Cairn I was in communication 
with him, although I was not able to give 
you or him warning of the raid on Hal- 
stane. 

"He bade me seek that precious bit of 
drum, which, he said, was of more worth to 
him than Tushielaw's death. I sought it, 
but failed to find it. 

" Nathless on three several occasions I 
observed the chief come to this place alone 
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and by stealth. I at last came here myself, 
shifted that big stone, found the trap 
beneath, and saw this iron box. I could 
not shift it from its place, and I dared not 
ask help from any. I have tried keys of 
many shapes and sizes, which mother got 
from Selkirk, but till to-day I never saw 
the key that would open that box. 

'* That key will do it ; and I would stake 
my head we'll find the drumskin inside o* 
this box." 

Thus concluding his important narrative, 
which had been earnestly told, although 
not without frequent displays in tone and 
manner of his own consequence, the little 
man took the light from Lady Spens and 
jumped down from his perch. 

While she leaned over the huge stone 
which divided her from her accomplice, and 
with a painful intentness observed his 
movements, he methodically applied the 
rusted key to the lock of the strong box. 
The key fitted; but for some time all his 
efforts to turn it were unavailing. At 
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length, however, it moved round in the 
ward with a sharp grating noise; but the 
lid remained as solidly fixed as if it had 
been aU one piece of iron. He was per- 
plexed by this, but turned the key again, 
this time with even more difficulty than 
before. 

StiU the Ud remained fast. With some 
vexation he turned the key a third time. 
The lid yielded to his touch and opened. 

'^s it there?" 

" Saunts be praised, and as I'm a leeving 
sinner, there lies the very identical bit of 
drumskin," he responded, with difficulty 
suppressing a shout of triumph. 

" Give it me, give it me ! " cried Mistress 
Spens, with feyerish eagerness stretching 
forth her hands to receive the precious, 
document. 

She scrutinized it with avidity, her coun- 
tenance alternately flushing and blanching 
with excitement. The document was duly 
signed and sealed by Surrey and attested by 
Lord Dacres, and was precisely to the effect 
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stated by Homie, granting a free pardon 
and two hundred pounds in English gold to 
Adam Scott in consideration of his services 
rendered to the English army on the night 
of the 8th September (the battle was fought 
on the 9th), in the year of grace 1513. 

"He is saved! he is saved! Oh, 
Heaven be thanked for this mercy ! " ex- 
claimed Mistress Spens, passionately kissing 
the document and folding it to her breast. 
" Now, whether Spens be dead or living — 
and my heart tells me that he lives to know 
his triumph — none shall dare cast a slur 
upon his name from this day forth." 

Meanwhile Hornie had carefully re-locked 
the now empty box, closed the trap, and 
was busy trying to roll the large stone into 
its place. 

" Ye'd better take tent, my lady, and no 
let your joy run awa' wi' your wit, for you're 
no out o' the tower yet." 

The warning was not unneeded, for the 
heart of the poor lady had been so long op- 
pressed that the reaction consequent upon 
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the discovery by which all her trouble was 
to be relieved, and the honour of her 
husband proved stainless, was so great that 
for a time she forgot the peril that still 
surrounded her — ^perU that was increased in 
proportion to the value of the treasure she 
carried. 

Of this she was reminded by the dwarfs 
warning, and with the consciousness of her 
danger came increased strength to carry 
her through the trial. Of a sudden she 
became more composed and more resolute 
than she had yet shown herself. 

*' Thanks, thanks, my true friend ; when 
the work is but half done, this is not the 
place or time for rejoicing," she said, 
quietly; "it will be time for that only 
when I stand before the Council of Scot- 
land with this document in my hand." 

She folded up the skin, and carefully 
secured it inside the breast of her jerkin 
by means of a bit of ribbon. 

Homie extinguished the hght, for it was 
necessary to observe even more caution in 
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getting out of the place than in getting 
into it. He took the hand of Lady Spens, 
and, as if he had been gifted with the 
pecuKar faculty of the cat, he proceeded as 
rapidly along the clammy passages in the 
dark as he had done with the lamp. 

They soon attained the court, where, 
«fter Homie had given her directions how 
to proceed, they parted; for they desired 
to avoid being seen together, so that if her 
flight were too soon discovered, he, being 
unsuspected, might be able to learn the 
movement of the enemy in time to prevent 
<5apture. 

" Gang ye to the gate," he whispered ; " if 
they stop ye, say you are on the master's 
affairs. Then, fast as ye can run, make for 
the nest on Bowerhope Law. Wait there 
till dark, when my dam or mysel' will be 
wi' ye. But if ye can get a horse ony way, 
hand on for Peebles. Belike ye '11 meet 
with the chiel Howie, for he was tauld to 
bide about the Law for ye, and if ye do 
he'll get horses. Noo, awa' wi' ye, my lady, 
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and saunts send ye safe to your journey's 
end." 

With a hasty expression of gratitude she 
proceeded to the gate. The statement that 
she was on the chiefs errand obtained free 
egress for her, and she ran aU the way down 
the hill, sustaining the same pace till she 
was nearly a mile from the tower. Then 
she was obliged to walk, but anxiety and 
iear gave her steps unusual swiftness. 

Homie watched till he saw her safe be- 
yond the gateway, and then he waddled 
into the kitchen with his ordinary grin of 
self-satisfied humour, as if he had been 
engaged in the most innocent pastime. 
The fore quarters of an ox were being 
roasted, and he tendered his services to 
turn the spit. 

He was thus occupied when Yetholm 
Will appeared in a savage humour. 

" Whar hae ye been, ye deU's get? " he 
growled. " I hae been seeking ye a' ower 
the house." 

" I hae been visiting my father the deil, 
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Will, an' he was speering whan ye were 
coming hame — haw, haw, haw ! " 

"Te'U laugh to another tune or long. 
What hae ye done wi' the gipsy loon ? " 

"I gied him a broom an' sent him to 
soop the lum, sae that the first witch that 
came might hae a clear road for carrying 
ye awa'." 

^* We'll see if that answer will serve the 
master," said Will, with a malicious grin ; 
'^ he's waiting for y0 in the turret cham- 
ber." 

The dwarf paled slightly at this ominous 
intimation, but he responded with one of 
his loud guffaws — 

" Body o' me, man, why did ye no say 
that the master wanted me before noo? 
Hey, cook, mind the spit yoursel'." 

With apparent alacrity he jumped to his 
feet to obey the summons of the chief. 
Will followed him, as if to make sure of 
his purpose." 

Tushielaw's visage was distorted with 
passion, and his dress disordered as if he 
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had been hurriedly seaxching it for some- 
thing, and had forgotten to arrange it 
again. 

** So you are there at last," he said 
hoarsely, and scowling darkly upon the 
dwarf, who met the gaze with the utmost 
equanimity : " where is the other ? " 

** He canna be found," said Will, " and 
Homie will no tell me anything about 
him." 

"Where is the lad Kaza?" demanded 
Tushielaw, addressing Hornie. 

"Ye didna make Kaza my monkey, or 
bid me gang about wi' a string tied to his 
neck, so how should I ken where he is more 
than the others?" 

" Hark ye, Hornie. Ye have had an easy 
life with me, and mony a time when I have 
suspected you I have held my hand from 
braining you because ye were a poor de- 
formed lump that I thought bound to my 
service. But by my hand, if ye speak not 
truly ye shall rue the day ye made a play 
with me." 

VOL, III. 
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The dwarf gave his high shoulders a shrug 
of indifference. 

** I canna help that, master ; if it be your 
will to choke me ye hae the strength." 

" Where is the lad ? " 

"I canna teU." 

*^ What were you doing with him in this 
chamber ? " 

^^Whan?" 

*^An hour syne." 

The dwarf looked into the chiefs face as 
if surprised. 

" Me here an hour syne ? " he exclaimed. 
" How could that be when ye ay keep the 
key yoursel' ? " 

'* Ay, but to-day the key was stolen from 
my pouch, and Will saw ye both here seek- 
ing the dame's distaff, as ye said." 

Hornie coolly seized Will by the cuff and 
drew him over to the chief. 

" Noo, Will, look me in the face," he ex- 
claimed with an air of honest indignation, 
*' and tell me that ye ever saw me in this 
chamber before, except when the master 
was present ? " 
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"Ye ken weel that I saw ye and the 
other loon here, and ye were talking about 
treasures and searching behind the tapes- 
try." 

" And ye ken that ye are leeing, and that 
ye are just trying to blacken me in the sight 
of the master." 

"I ken that I hae spoken truth, and 
nought else." 

Tushielaw was for a moment perplexed 
by the steady denial of the dwarf, but he 
speedily concluded that this was mere sub- 
terfuge, and, as if completely to break down 
the bold defence Homie had set up, a moss- 
trooper entered with the intelligence that 
Kaza had quitted the tower. Then, holding 
out the rusted key of the secret chest, he 
said — 

"Is this the key ye were seeking, 
master?" 

Tushielaw snatched it from him eagerly. 

" Where got you this ? " 

" By the kitchen fire." 

" That was where Homie was sitting," 
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said Tetholm Will, ^' and he has dropped it 
there in case we should ripe him," 

Such was the case, and Homie saw that 
his last hope of escape was gone. 
^ Tushielaw pounced upon him, and shout- 
ing to the others to bring Hghts, dragged 
the dwarf down to the cavernous passage. 

Whilst the two men stood behind holding 
aloof a couple of pine torches, and barring 
the way against the culprit should he at- 
tempt to move, the chief examined the iron 
box. Finding it empty, he gripped Homie 
savagely by the throat. 

" Speak, where is the thief? " he yelled. 

" Ye are choking me," gasped the prisoner. 

" Speak, where is he ? " 

"I canna tell." 

"Then ye shall never speak to man or 
woman more." 

He hurled the unfortunate dwarf into a 
dark slimy cell and locked the door upon 
him, leaving him to the slow torturing death 
of starvation. He took the key with him, 
and cast it down the draw- well in the court. 
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" Such be the doom of all traitors to 
Tushielaw," he said fiercely. " Now to 
horse and pursue the other fool. There are 
a hundred gold pieces to be shared among 
ye when the loon is brought back to the 
tower, living or dead." 

The men flew to the stables, and in less 
than ten minutes fifty well-armed horsemen, 
with the chief at their head, and accom- 
panied by a leash of hounds, opened the 
pursuit on the gipsy lad Kaza. 
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CHAPTER Xin. 

A PRETTY HTPOCBITE. 

" Naj then, if you will have me ride your humour, 
Yon shall find that I can pull long &ces too — 
Look meek and kindly, month stale saws of yirtne. 
And carry ofE the other tricks of hypocrites 
The while my heart is bursting with its passion. 
My mind prick'd np to catch the merest chance 
Of bidding yon good den, and devil be with yon. 
Oh, IVe studied these things at my glass ere now. 
And think that I can play them passing well." 

J. Wtnn's Ga/valier. 

The chamber into which Mary Douglas had 
been ushered confirmed the impression she 
had formed that this sanctuary of religion 
was to her a prison. It was not more than 
ten feet square, and from the bareness of 
the grey stone walls and floors, and the 
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scantiness of furniture, it obtained a cheer- 
less aspect. 

A loophole, which seemed to serve rather 
to show the thickness of the wall than to 
admit light, was the only thing in the shape 
of a window. Beneath the loophole hung 
a small white crucifix ; a single chair, a 
table, on which lay a breviary, and a low 
settle bed, which appeared to be too narrow 
to permit a sleeper to turn without tumbling 
on the floor, comprised the whole furnish- 
ing. 

Mary seated herself on the bed and sur- 
veyed her cell — for chamber she could not 
call it — and, brave as she was, her heart 
sank when she reflected on her position. 

Delivered by her brother to the care of a 
ruffian who had skilfully taken advantage 
of her own attempt to quit the castle 
secretly, to convey her to this place ; de- 
barred from all communication with the 
outer world, and Gilbert Elliot doubtless 
betrayed, it might be assassinated, — she was 
completely at the mercy of the intriguing 
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Prioress, and the man whose cunning ren- 
dered him as formidable as he was hateful. 

What fate might be in store for her she 
could not imagine. She knew that Barras 
had deceived her brother, but she could not 
form the remotest conception of the end he 
might have in view in doing so. 

" Whatever it be, I will baulk him or I 
will die," she exclaimed, with flashing eyes, 
and stamping her pretty foot angrily on the 
floor. 

When her passion rose, her flagging 
spirit recovered from its temporary ex- 
haustion; but for all that it was a bitter 
night she spent. The terrible uncertainty 
of the fate in store for her daunted her 
brave spirit again, as fancy conjured up 
grimmest possibilities of the future. 

She waited impatiently during the day 
to learn what those in whose power she had 
been placed intended to do with her. But 
nobody came even to summon her to prayers. 
Necessaries were supplied to her by means 
of a revolving trap in the wall beside the 
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door; but no voice addressed her, no face 
was shown to her. 

Till long after midnight she remained 
fretting under the anguish of suspense, and 
then she found unconsciousness in sleep, 
but not rest. 

A little while after matins on the suc<« 
ceeding day, she heard a man's footstep 
approaching the door. She was now utterly 
wearied out, but more composed than she 
had been during the previous day, for she 
had partly decided upon the course of con- 
duct she should adopt. She would play the 
hypocrite, and foil her jailers with their 
own weapons — cunning. Her suspense had 
become so insupportable that she was glad 
even to see Barras, who now presented 
himself; for she would at any rate learn 
the worst from him. 

He was dressed in the gayest fashion, 
with the richest material; his hair was 
arranged with foppish care ; and, although 
underneath everything he said and did 
there was evident consciousness of power, 



202 THE BRAES OP YARROW, 

his deportment was respectful. He ap- 
peared, in fact, to have come with intent 
to make an impression, and the appearance 
was corroborated by the purport of his con- 
versation. 

He gave Mistress Douglas good-morrow, 
with a low formal bow. 

She did not acknowledge the salutation 
otherwise than by drawing herself up 
haughtily, and saying in a calm firm tone — 

" I am pleased, my lord, you have favoured 
me with this visit." 

" You do me too much honour, madam," 
he put in, with another bow, a gratified 
smirk, as if acknowledging a compliment. 

She took no note of the interruption. 

*^I am pleased, my lord, because I would 
fain know for what crime I am condemned 
to this imprisonment." 

" If you will give so harsh a name to the 
kind restraint of those most deeply interested 
in your welfare, madam, then I must answer 
you, as your most humble servant, that your 
good brother has exerted what may appear 
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the extremity of his authority, to shield you 
from the designing advances of an adven- 
turer." 

*' Then I am so weak a child that I cannot 
protect myself against the designing ad- 
vances of adventurers," she exclaimed, with 
as much contempt for the sycophantic ser- 
vility of the man, so different from the 
rudeness with which he had used her in 
forcing her into the Priory, as for the insult 
implied in the explanation. 

''The wisest woman, madam, may be* 
deceived." 

''Ay, and the wisest men too. For 
instance, my noble brother, whose exceed- 
ing tenderness for my welfare places me 
here." 

He did not wince in the least under the 
gibe. 

"I should explain, madam," he pro- 
ceeded, exactly as before, suave and servile, 
"that whenever your ladyship lists the 
doors of the Priory will be thrown open to 
you." 
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" Then let them be opened now." 

"The instant, madam, you have signed 
your submission to your brother's will." 

" Just so ; and what may my brother be 
pleased to will that needs the threat of a 
lifelong imprisonment to obtain my con- 
sent?" 

" That you shall wed." 

"Ha!— whom?" 

" Your ladyship's most devoted of ser- 
vants who stands before you." 

" You ! " 

She retreated to the wall, her eyes fixed 
upon the man, contempt, amaze, and loath- 
ing expressed on her face. 

"None other; and in acknowledging 
myself deeply honoured by this mark of his 
esteem, I can only pledge myself to you 
that it will be the chief pleasure of my life 
to minister to your happiness." 

"Is this my brother's will?" she said 
slowly, as if weighing each word. 

" It is his will ; and surely it is a happier 
state to be the wife of a gentleman of 
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fortune, family, and title, who is devoted 
to your service, than to pass a life of dreary 
praying and bead-telling, which is, as you, 
madam, have wittily remarked, much the 
same as imprisonment." 

" What token have I that my brother 
desires this — ^this union ? " 

*' Here is the written compact, waiting 
only your signature to complete it. You 
will find here certain arrangements for your 
dowry, and the signature of Angus affixed." 

He held the parchment towards her ; but 
she shrank from touching it with as much 
horror as it had been a leper. 

" If there be no other condition by which 
my freedom may be obtained," she said, 
with a slight quiver in her tone, " then I 
shall bide here until death frees me." 

He smiled superciliously as he replaced 
the parchment in his pouch. 
, "You will alter your resolution, madam, 
I hope." 

" Never." 

" That is a long while ; but to-morrow is 
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a marvellous enchanter. The current of 
to-day is made a river by to-morrow. The 
grains of sand, which to-day are blown 
hither and thither by the winds, are trans- 
formed to rock by to-morrow." 

** So will be my resolution." 

" The man who is to-day ready to cut his 
throat is praying for years to his life to- 
morrow ; and, permit me to say, the woman 
who is inconsolable to-day, forgets her grief 
to-morrow. The human heart, madam, is 
happily subject to the same law of change 
as all nature. Pardon the sermon ; I do not 
often in that way give offence. I can wait." 

*' And I can endure." 

" That being your mind for the present, 
madam, I wiU no longer intrude on your 
privacy. Adieu." % 

He was moving slowly towards the door. 

^' Stay," she faltered, confusedly. 

He stopped on the instant. 

*' I was — that is " — (she felt, now that she 
was about to try, that it was not so easy 
playing the hypocrite as she had fancied) — 



/ 
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** I mean that, as your lordship says, one's 
mind does alter, and I must have time to 
think over my brother's wishes." 

'^ You shall have three months, madam." 

" But in the meanwhile am I to be con- 
fined to this chamber? will I not be per- 
mitted to walk in the grounds — or to have 
an attendant ? " 

He regarded her curiously, as if trying to 
discover to what extent she was deceiving 
him. 

*^The rules of the house are strict," he 
said, ** and the sisters are required to attend 
upon themselves, for the most part, as it 
induces thoughts of humility; but I will 
endeavour to persuade the Lady Superior 
to relax her rigour somewhat, and permit 
you exercise in the grounds." 

" But may I not even have my page ? " 

" Your page ! I am afraid that it is quite 
beyond the rules to admit a youth who is 
not in orders." 

** Yet you are here." 

"By special desire of my Lord Angus. 
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But I will speak to the Superior, and, if it 
be practicable, I will obtain the indulgence 
you require." 

He took her hand : she did not snatch it 
from him, as he had expected ; he touched 
it with his lips, and she suffered him with- 
out shuddering. 

He withdrew. 

She smote the hand angrily, and looked 
upon it as if it had become hateful to her. 
Then she sat down and cried for very spite 
that she should have submitted to the 
indignity of a touch from the creature she 
detested. 

By means of a secret passage, Barras, 
unseen by any, reached the private chamber 
of the Prioress. The place was fitted up 
with some luxury, and the Superior herself 
here seemed to be much less grave and 
much more full of spleen than she had 
appeared to Mary in the receiving-room. 

" Well, what progress have you made 
with our dainty shrew?" she demanded 
sharply, as Barras appeared. 
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" Much more than I bargained for ; the 
game is mine if she be not trying to fool 
me." 

** Which she is most like to do." 

"So be it ; she shall find it no easy 
matter." 

" Has she signed the compact ? " 

" Odds bodikins, woman, did you expect 
her to consent all at once ? I showed her 
the parchment to prove that her brother 
desired our union, but she would not look 
at it ; so I shall not know for a few days 
yet whether I have drawn Angus's name 
with sufficient cunning or no ; but it will 
serve, I think." 

**It may serve with her; and if it does, 
how think you Angus wiU take it when he 
learns that, in trusting you to fetch the 
wench hither, he has got a brother-in-law 
he did not bargain for? He is wrathful, 
and has the power to vent his wrath. Take 
heed." 

** Pshaw! before she consents I will make 

him as eager for the match as I am." 
VOL. m. p 
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" By what means ? " 

''Why/' answered the man, laughing 
coarsely, " hy hinting that if she wed not 
me speedily, she's like to hiing him greater 
grief than that conld be." 

" But he will come to see her," said the 
woman, blushing slightly, '' and find out 
you are lying." 

"We must prevent that. But for the 
present, at my earnest intercession, you 
understand, she must be indulged. She 
wants her page, too; can you admit the 
boy?" 

" What, give her a courier to fetch and 
carry for her ? Then good-bye your chance 
of winning her." 

" The boy serves me, not her." 

" Ay, but she has a face that can make 
traitors — we can hide it, however," 

Barras proceeded to explain his plans, 
the object of which was to convince Mistress 
Douglas that he was her truest friend, and 
eager to serve her. 

The result of this conversation was that 
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Mary was removed from the cell to another 
part of the building, where a conple of 
apartments, famished plainly but comfort- 
ably, were placed at her disposaj. 

The Prioress summoned her, and received 
her much more graciously than on the first 
occasion. She told her how earnestly the 
Lord Binram had pleaded for some re- 
laxation of the regulations of the establish- 
ment in her case, and how she had con- 
sented to his importunity, to favour her so 
far as might be consistent with the proper 
decorum and modeety of a religious house. 

She gave her a white robe and veil, bade 
her put them on and keep the face covered, 
then she would permit her to promenade 
in the grounds, and to give her page her 
commands through the grating in the 
receiving-room. 

To all this Mary listened without once 
opening her Ups. She had disliked the 
woman at first; she positively hated her 
now ; and yet she had not the least know- 
ledge why, except that she felt her to be 
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a sanotimonious hypocrite; and she felt, 
too, that her sentiment of disUke was re- 
ciprocated. But she was resolved to play 
the hypocrite herself until she had got 
out of this place, which, notwithstanding 
the favour shown her, was still a prison for 
her. So she bridled her tongue, and when 
the Prioress had finished, begged meekly 
to be allowed the use of writing materials. 

Her request was immediately granted, 
and she retired to her apartments. 

In the evening she was required to 
attend vespers in the chapel, but she was 
not permitted to mix with either the nuns 
or the novices. In a gloomy corner by 
herseK she tried to give her heart and 
mind to the service ; but both were re- 
fractory, and repeatedly she chid herself for 
thinking rather of the world, from which 
she was debarred, than of the devout 
things which became the time and place. 
On the succeeding day she was permitted 
to walk in the grounds after matins. She 
examined every part of the walls, but they 
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were too high, and, although she saw 
several doors, they were all too stoutly 
formed to yield the slightest hope of escape, 
unless she could procure the key of one 
of them. At noon she was informed that 
a person waited to see her in the receiving- 
room. Thither she was conducted, and 
was ushered in hy a small side-door — not 
the one by which she first entered it — and 
found herself behind the large grating. 

The black serge hangings were drawn 
aside, and peering through the bars she 
saw her page Crawford. The visage of the 
youth wore a piteous expression at sight 
of his mistress. 

She was moved by^ his distress, not 
fancying that he was to some extent the 
chief cause of her present plight. 

" You are sorry, Crawford, to see me 
here," she said, in a low sad tone. 

" Ay, my lady, more sorry than you can 
credit, and with more reason than you 
can imagine." 

" Then you will aid me to escape," she 
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gaid, lowering her voice to a scarcely 
audible whisper. 

"I wiU— IwiU." 

" Know you if Master Elliot be safe ? " 

"He is, by his good fortune, and by 
baffling those who were sent to slay him." 

" Carry this to him, then. Tell him 
I dared not seek help from Angus, for he 
is leagued with those who persecute me." 

" I will do your bidding, and, if it be 
comfort to you, know, my lady, that he is 
already acquainted where you are prisoned. 
When I was summoned yester'night to 
attend you here, I sent him tidings." 

*' Away, then, and let your horse carry 
you swiftly, for I am sorely pressed here." 

" Stay, mistress, stay. Here are paper, 
ink, and quill; scribe me where you stand 
a copy of this missive." 

"To what end?" 

"You shall know when you are safe, and 
unless you scribe as I pray you a copy of 
this, I can give you little hope." 

Wondering at the strange earnestness of 
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the youth in his odd request, she complied. 
When she handed him the copy, he placed 
it carelessly in the breast of his doubtlet ; 
but he had concealed the original beneath 
his long fair hair. 

Then he promised to be with her on the 
morrow, and retired hastily. 

In the corridor he was met by Barras. 

" Well, has she given you a missive ? " 

** Yes, master," answered the page, 
meekly, as he presented the copy. 

" Humph ! it is as I expected," muttered 
Barras. "You can ride as far as Peebles; 
then return, and I will tell you what next 
to do." 

Crawford bowed low, and departed. 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

THE UNCHRISTENED ARM. 

*^ I would ratber see thee in thy shroud, ladje. 

And the canld earth for thy bed, 
Than ken thee this fanse carlin's bride to be, 
Tho* he croon'd wi' jewels thy head* 

** For my father has left a wark to me, 
And a gift o' hate and wrath — 
To smite doon the foes o' our house, ladye, 
Wi' this arm that no blessing hath." 

The Feud. 

Gilbert Elliot experienced the disagreeable 
truth of the proverb that misfortunes never 
come singly. He felt as if there were a 
curse upon him which turned every good 
thing his hand found to do into evil, and 
made it recoil to his own disadvantage and 
that of his fdends. 



X 
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He passed the night in restless movement 
about the room, and in vain speculation as 
to the probable destiny of the lady. Early 
in the morning he despatched a message 
to Captain Lindsay, informing him of what 
had occurred. 

Toward noon he received an answer from 
the Captain, who informed him that strange 
things were happening, and desired him not 
to budge from the hostelry till he saw him. 
He promised, at the same time, to endeavour 
to learn whither Mistress Douglas had been 
conducted. 

The afternoon, the night, and the fore- 
noon of the following day passed without 
any further tidings being conveyed to 
Gilbert. About the gloaming he was imable 
to endure inaction any longer, and had 
determined to sally forth, when Lindsay 
himself appeared. Gilbert, sensitive to 
everything that boded new calamity, was 
at once struck by the gloomy cast of his 
friend's visage, and a remarkable change of 
his attire ; for Lindsay no longer wore the 
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tmiform of the Captain of the Eoyal Guard, 
but the simple garb of a private gentleman. 

" I fear you will count it but ill tidings 
that I bring," he said in his abrupt fashion, 
*' for I have failed to learn where Mistress 
Douglas is stowed." 

" No matter, I will find her." 

" I will join you ; and mayhap my ex- 
perience will help to obtain a successful 
issue to our quest." 

" You will join me. Captain ? " 

" Ay ; I am at liberty now to go where I 
list and do as I list, for I am no longer 
Captain of the Royal Guard." 

" Saints of heaven ! " exclaimed Gilbert, 
amazed and afflicted ; ^^ what can that 
mean ? Have you, too, suffered for being 
my friend ? " 

" In faith, it is a horse something of 
that colour," responded Lindsay, quietly. 
" Angus deemed me too much your friend 
to be his ; wherefore Douglas Pathhead has 
been appointed Captain, and I have been 
politely dismissed." 
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Gilbert sat down, and leaning his elbows 
on the table, covered his face with his hands 
without speaking. 

Lindsay regarded him with a rueful 
look, ap^renfly pit^g him rather tha. 
regretting his own loss. 

" You are a fool. Master Gilbert, and by 
my hand I think I am a fool too, and that 
is why I care so much for you. Why, 
man, what harm have you done me ? None 
that I wot of, but much good ; for on your 
account I have been relieved of a com- 
mission which was daily growing more 
irksome to me, and which I had already 
determined to resign. Now look up and let 
me see you smile, and say that you shall be 
glad to have me with you; for have me 
you shall, whether you will or no." 

This kindly argument was irresistible, 
and Gilbert's passion was speedily so much 
subdued by it that. he felt half ashamed for 
the weakness he had displayed. 

The Captain, with friendly cunning, soon 
made him forget it entirely in the discussion 



220 THE BRAES OP YARROW. 

of plans for the quest upon which they were 
to start immediately. 

They were thus engaged, when a tap 
came to the door, and the ostler who had 
taken charge of the horses for Gilbert two 
nights back entered, bowing and blinking 
mysteriously. 

He desired to see Master Elliot alone ; 
but on being told he might speak freely in 
presence of the Captain, he delivered a 
letter, addressed to Gilbert, in large sprawl- 
ing penmanship. 

He opened it hastily, and read : " Mis- 
tress Douglas is in the Priory of St. Mar- 
garet, on Mount Benger, by Yarrow Water. 
Come to Peebles, and you will learn more. — 
One who desires to serve Master Elliot." 

Having dismissed the ostler, Gilbert 
handed the paper to Lindsay. 

*^ Can you guess who is the writer?" 
queried he. 

" I fancy it is the page Crawford ; it may 
be honest, but it may be merely a bait to 
enable B arras or Tushielaw to entrap me," 
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''I believe it to be honest, for it is most 
probable that Angus would send her lady- 
ship to some sanctuary of this kind." 

*' We will obey the summons, then, and 
start at once." 

They procured horses, and just as the 
gloaming deepened into darkness they 
turned their backs upon the city. 

It was near midnight when they reached 
Peebles, and they proceeded straight to the 
Portbrae Hostelry. 

Dame Stott slept lightly, and she was 
soon roused by the loud knocking of the 
travellers. As for the guidman Jock, he 
had not yet recovered from the eflfects of 
the fright he had got in Edinburgh, and 
at every unusual sound he flew to a cup- 
board or the cellar. On the present occa- 
sion he took shelter under the bed, praying 
to all the saints to shield him from his 
enemies, and confounding Jean Stott for 
not closing the door after her, as the night 
air blew rather keenly upon him. 

After enduring some sauciness from the 
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dame for making sic a steer at sic an hour, 
Gilbert asked if any inquiry had been made 
there for one of his name, 

*' No, there's been naebody speering for 
Master Gilbert Elliot ; and if that's a' you 
want to ken, you micht hae waited till 
morning, and no come making us think 
there was a raid on the town." 

Much to the indignation of the dame, 
and against the persuasion of Lindsay, 
Gilbert resolved to pursue the journey as 
far as Mount Benger that night. As he 
was doggedly bent upon this course, in the 
hope of learning something to confirm the 
truth or falsehood of the information he 
had received, Lindsay yielded. 

Jean Stott slammed the door after them, 
barred it, and returned to her bed, venting 
her ill-humour for being disturbed for so 
small occasion on her shivering husband, 
who was too thankful for his escape from 
the persecution of the Douglas to mind the 
customary persecution of his irascible wife. 

The night was clear, for the sky was 
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studded with stars, which shed a soft light 
upon the earth. There was only wind 
enough to send a gentle whispering sound 
along the leaves of the forest. It was a 
night for pleasant roaming, and the two 
travellers would have enjoyed it to the fiill 
had their business been only a little less 
serious. 

As it was, they moved forward at an easy 
pace, thinking much but speaking little. 
They passed through Traquair, and were 
approaching Glencabar, when Gilbert sud- 
denly bent forward on the neck of his 
horse, as if peering at something which he 
could only dimly descry ahead of them. 

*'I could have sworn," he muttered, 
" that I saw a figure moving on before us. 
See ! there again ; and now it has dis- 
appeared." 

" I observed it : be prepared for whatever 
may hap, for we are within range of Tushie- 
law here; and if our pretty bird be caged 
at Mount Benger, B arras is not far oflf." 

They advanced to the place where they 
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Lad observed the figure disappear, and there 
drew rein. 

" It was here I lost sight of it," said 
Onbert, peering around. 

"Exactly, our— haUol" 

The horses reared up in affright, as a 
gaunt dark form darted out from the thicket 
and confronted them. 

The hands of the riders were on their 
swords, when, simultaneously, they ejacu- 
lated — 

" A woman I " 

" By the rood, none other than my friend 
the witch of Merlin's Cairn," added Lindsay. 

" And my friend. Dame Hyslop," said 
Gilbert, with some respect in his tone. 

" Give ye kindly greeting, gentlemen 
both,'' said the woman coldly. 

*' And we the like to you, dame," said 
the Captain ; " but you have a fashion of 
coming and going when and where you are 
least expected, that would argue ill against 
you in a trial for witchery." 

^^ I have been to Traquair to procure by 
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night the food I dared not seek by day," 
she said drily. " I heard you following, and 
having reason to fear aU who carry arms, I 
hid to let you pass. The voice of Master 
Elliot let me ken that ye were not foes, and 
I came from my hiding." 

" We are friends, dame," rejoined Gilbert; 
** and since I am your debtor for some kind- 
ness, say can we not help you in your strait ? 
What danger threatens you ? ' ' 

"The same which threatens yourself, 
master; Tushielaw hunts me like a wolf, 
for he has pledged himself to his dead foster- 
brother that his death shall be avenged in 
your blood and mine." 

Gilbert's heart felt heavy . under the 
thought that even this poor creature had 
not escaped the fatality which attended all 
who aided him, 

"Why stay you here, then? " he asked 
huskily. 

" Why ventured you here ? " 
"It is for the sake of others who are in 
peril." 

VOL. Ill, Q 



226 THE BRAES OF YARROW. 



itr 



And for the sake of others I stay here. 
If you would ken more come with me." 

She turned, without waiting an answer, 
and stalked rapidly on before. They fol- 
lowed. 

She led them into Glengaber, and at a 
place she indicated the two men dismounted 
and tied their horses to a branch of a tree. 
Then Kirsty scrambled up an ascent so 
steep that she was obliged to aid herself by 
grasping the heather. The others ascended 
by the same means. 

At length she thrust aside a clump of 
whins, and entered what seemed to be a 
natural cavern, which had been evidently 
recently tenanted. 

A bundle of dry fagots lay ready to her 
hand, and she speedily kindled a fire. Seats 
there were none, save a heap of heather, 
upon which the gentlemen squatted at the 
request of their mysterious hostess ; and as 
the fire blazed up, illuming the earthen 
walls of the cave, the picture presented was 
an odd one — the grim Captain sitting with 
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the gravity of a Mussulman, observant and 
observed; the young cavalier beside him, 
pale and anxious; and the weird woman 
opposite, pale and sad. 

" Have you come hither seeking Mistress 
Spens ? " she asked sharply, after they had 
been seated for some time in silence. 

" No ; she is safe in St. Cuthbert's, as 
Andrew Howie acquainted me some days 
ago." 

" Umph ! You will find Howie at Bower- 
hope Law if you care to venture so far; 
but the lady you must seek in Tushielaw 
Tower." 

* ' How ? — ^impossible . " 

" She is there, but in disguise ; no prayer 
of mine could stay her; and I wait here 
only to see her safe out again — ^if she ever 
come out." 

To the bewildered and dismayed listeners 
she explained in what disguise Lady Spens 
had successfully risked entering the ogre's 
den. 

" And now," she said, concluding, " since 
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ye are not here for her need, will you tell 
jne why you have come ? " 

" Ay, freely, for I believe you bear Mistress 
Douglas some favour. She has been en- 
trapped into St. Margaret's Priory, and we 
have come with intent to rescue her, al- 
though the tidings you have given me 
embarrasses me, and leaves me that I scarce 
know how to act." 

'< I will take heed for Lady Spens ; do 
you save Mistress Douglas, and if after 
that your help be needed, I will give ye 
warning." 

^^ Thanks, thanks, for your zeal; to- 
morrow night shall see Mistress Douglas 

free." 

" By whom was she entrapped ? " 

^^Barras." 

^* Ay, ay," muttered the woman, hugging 
her knees and staring into the fire as if she 
were reading something there, " I begin to 
see. Ken ye that the Prioress is mother to 

Barras ? " 

«< No. But the knowledge adds tenfold 
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to my anxiety to rescue Mistress Douglas 
from that house." 

** Take heed; Barras is cumiing, and he 
hates you." 

" That he hates me I am aware ; but why 
he should hate one who has never harmed 
him I cannot guess." 

*^ Ay, but you have harmed him." 

^^nwhat?" 

" In being your father's son." 

" For Heaven's sake be plain. What im- 
port is there in your words ? " 

She fixed her searching eyes upon him. 

** You ken nothing, then ? " 

" I am ignorant of everything you 
hint at." 

The woman became absorbed in reflec- 
tion, and seemed to be trying to understand 
somethiiig that lay far back in the buried 
years, and gave no attention to Gilbert's 
repeated questions. 

** I will question her on this head," broke 
in Lindsay, authoritatively. '* Now, dame, 
spare our patience and our time, and say 
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briefly what are the secret reasons of 
Barras's enmity.'* 

The strange voice roused her, and she 
looked round quickly. 

"Ay, ay, Captain Lindsay," she re- 
sponded slowly. " I will do your bidding, 
the more betoken that I have a forewarning 
that Master Elliot and I will never meet on 
this earth again." 

*^ Tut, tut, dame, that is a siUy fancy 
which you will live to see set at nought. 
Now speak." 

*^It may be a fancy, master, but it op- 
presses me none the less for that." 

"Well, well, we wait for your gossip, 
whatever it be." 

" It is this. More than twenty years and 
eight have passed since the deadly feud 
between the Kers and Elliots was at its 
height ; and it was said the right arm of 
Archibald Elliot was left unchristened that 
it might deal the more fatal blows upon the 
enemies of his house. He had five sons, 
brawny lads, and a daughter, bonnie as her 
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brothers were strong, and all were taught to 
hate the Kers as vipers too vile for earth. 

"At that time Gilbert, Lord Binram, 
was head of the house of Ker. Without 
knowing each other's family name, Helen 
Elliot and the young lord Gilbert met on 
Yarrow Braes. The lassie's horse had 
fallen, she fainted, and when she opened 
her eyes they rested on the winsome form 
of '^ei. 

" They parted, she knowing only that he 
was called Gilbert, and he that she was 
called Helen. 

" They met again, and they suspected 
the black curse that hung between them. 
They feared to speak the names that must 
part them for ever, until they loved too 
dearly to heed the accursed inheritance. At 
last the truth was kent, and they thanked 
Heaven that the cause for which so much 
blood had been shed should be sunk in the 
depths of their great love. 

*^ Ker sent to EUiot fair words and 
honest, praying that the feud between them 
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should be closed for ever in the imion of the 
two houses by the hand of Helen. Archi- 
bald of the unchristened arm replied by 
threatening to hang the messenger, and 
would have done it but that he wished him 
to carry back the answer to his master — 
that he should hack his daughter piecemeal 
if he thought she would hold her hand out 
to a Ker save with a poignard in it. 

" In secret the lovers met once after this, 
and there were tears between them ; so they 
found it easier to brave the wrath of aU the 
Elliots than to part. She never returned to 
her father's house. She fled with Binram, 
and they were wed in England. 

" For a year they escaped the vengeance 
which her kinsmen nourished, and a son 
was bom to them. The bairn was scarcely 
three months old when its father was, while 
hunting, attacked by the five brothers of 
his wife- Two of them he slew in defending 
himself and escaped. But he could not 
bear to meet his wife, his hands red with 
the blood of her brothers. 
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" So he went away, and for a year he 
wandered restless in foreign lands. Lady 
Binram found shelter and protection at 
Cessford with the father of Lady Spens. 
At the end of the year Lord Binram came 
back to his own country, and was hastening 
to his kinsman's to see his lady, when he was 
met by the Elliots and foully slain where 
Binram Cross now stands. 

" Lady Binram passed herself as simple 
Mistress Elliot, and to shield her son from 
the dread wrath of her kinsfolk, she never 
gave him other name than that of Gilbert 
EUiot. Her latter years were spent with 
her true friend, Margaret Ker, when she 
became Lady Spens of Halstane. Dying, 
she bade Sir Walter to reveal nothing to 
her son till he had reached his twenty- 
fourth year, when she hoped he would be 
strong enough, with his father's lands and 
title, to defend himseK against his foes. 

" Heron Barras is the son of the woman 
who is now Prioress of St. Margaret's, by 
that Knight of Cessford who was slain at 
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the March meeting three years syne, nnder 
the hands of his own offspring, and the wolf 
of Tushielaw. On the score of that kinship, 
Barras claimed all that belonged to Binram, 
which, by what cunning and knavery none 
may guess, he obtained possession of. You 
are that Gilbert Ker to whom all which he 
now holds by right belongs, and he knows 
it. Therefore he hates you, and therefore 
he seeks to mar all that you would do — ay, 
and seeks to reach even your life." 

" What proof is there of this romance you 
have been telling us ? " queried Lindsay, 
doubtingly. 

" Spens holds them — ^writings certifying 
the marriage of Gilbert Lord Binram with 
Mistress Elliot, and certain parchments 
affecting the estate and title. Had the 
good Knight of Halstane lived but a few 
days, these things would have been placed 
in Master Ker's hands." 

"But if they still exist we will find 
them," said the Captain, satisfied; "and 
then, if there be honest men in Scotland, 
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Barras shall soon shed his stolen plumes. 
How, my lord, what isle in dreamland have 
you struck on now ? " 

And the Captain shook his newly dis- 
covered lordship hy the arm. Gilbert was 
roused from a pleasant reverie, of which 
bonnie dark-eyed Mary was the presiding 
genius. If all that he had heard were true, 
he could think freely of her now, far other- 
wise than as simple Master EUiot he had 
thought it wise to do. The proof had to be 
found yet, however, and so he answered with 
a sigh — 

"A fair isle, comrade, which Heaven grant 
I may live to see." 

" Amen, if it please you." 

" But meanwhile I will not move in 
my own affairs until Mistress Douglas is 
snatched from yonder false sanctuary, and 
Lady Spens is safe out of the wolf's den she 
has too boldly trusted herself into." 

" So much I counted on, and as we will 
advantage you by guarding one of the ladies 
at least, I will not baulk your intent." 
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" First, then, for the Priory." 

" Surely. Let us make the venture that 
is most like to hurt you first," said the 
Captain, drily; then, looking to Eirsty, 
" I'll warrant, dame, you know the secrets 
of every house in Yarrow." 

" Mostly." 

" Say, then, is there a secret entrance to 
the Priory?" 

" Ay, but none have the clue to it save 
the Prioress, her son, and six fathers of the 
Church." 

" None of whom are like to confer their 
knowledge upon us. We must enter by the 
gate." 

" But how ? " queried Gilbert. 

*' There is the riddle I would fain read. 
Can you help us, dame ? " 

** If you could get word of your coming 
carried to the lady," she responded slowly, 
" I think there is a way by which entrance 
might be obtained." 

" Good ; and, if we are not cheated, there 
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is a messenger to our hand. We are to 
meet him at Peebles." 

"I will get you in, then. Tour swords 
must bring you out." 
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CHAPTER XV. 

ROBBING THE PRIORY. 

'* She hadna been in that bigley bower, 
Na not a night but barely ane, 
Till there was Willie, her ain true love, 

Chapp'd at the door, crying — * Peace within ! ' 

" * O whae is this at my bower door 

That chaps sae late or kens the gin ? ' 
* O it is Willie, your ain true love, 

I pray you rise and let me in.' 

• • • • • 

" An' he's taen his true love him behind 

And through the greenwood they are gane." 

Erlinton, 

About nine o'clock in the morning Captain 
Lindsay rode into Peebles alone. He 
entered the Portbrae Hostelry and from 
Dame Stott learned that there had not been 
any inquiry for Master Elliot, whose name 
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she had begun akaost to fear as much a^ 
she railed at it, for it seemed to haunt her 
house since the first day her threshold had 
been darkened by its owner. 

The Captain, without heeding the can- 
tankerous dame's vituperation, ordered a 
posset of sack, and any fare the house could 
supply, to satisfy a hungry maai. In a brief 
space, the materials for a substantial break- 
fast were placed before him. 

Having eaten, he felt in better humour 
for the task before him, and immediately 
posted himself by the window. With the 
patience of a faithful sentinel, he kept watch 
on the road for nearly two hours. Then he 
rose, took a turn across the floor to keep his 
legs from being cramped, and returned to 
his post. 

As the clock was on the stroke of noon, 
and still no appearance of Gilbert's corre- 
spondent, he began to feel something like 
impatience. But his endurance was not 
taxed too far. Just as he muttered, 
**'Sdeath, will the loon never come?" a 
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soberly dressed youth rode into the court 
of the hosteby. 

'' That's Crawford ! " 

With the exclamation he hastened out to 
the court, and before the page had time 
to make any inquiry, touched him on the 
arm. 

" Captain Lindsay ! " ejaculated young 
Crawford, surprised; but not ill pleased to 
see so near a friend of the man he had come 
to seek. 

*^ Come with me," said Lindsay, and he 
led him into the chamber where he had 
waited for him. 

He closed the door, secured it with a 
thick wooden bolt, and turned to the page. 

^^ I know your errand, Crawford," he said 
in a quick undertone ; " and you may speak 
freely to me." 

The youth hesitated ; for although aware 
that there was an intimacy between Lindsay 
and EUiot, he remembered that the former 
was Captain of the Koyal Guard, and there- 
fore subject to Angus. 
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**Go on, man; what message have you 
for Master EUiot ? " 

*' Where is he?" 

*' Within hail of the Priory. Now, will 
you speak, or do you suspect me of intent 
to betray my friend ? " 

^* I crave your mercy. Captain Lindsay. 
I did not doubt that you were his friend, 
but as Captain of the Guard " 

"I am so no longer." 

"Then my mind is at ease, and I will 
speak freely. My mistress is detained at 
the Priory by the Lord of Binram, acting, 
as he professes, under the authority of Earl 
Angus. She gave me this for Master 
Elhot." 

Lindsay took the missive. 

"How did you get safe away with the 
despatch? " 

" By outwitting the fox. Binram be- 
lieves he has bought me body and soul to 
his interest, by promising me a hundred 
crowns and advancement on the day he 
weds my mistress.'* 

VOL. in. B 
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'^ Zounds and the deiril ! what is that ? — 
him wed Mistress Douglas ? " 

" Snch is his purpose." 

" Well mar it, then." 

** So he permitted me to see her alone, 
and she gave me that missive. I got her 
to write another, which I conld give to his 
lordship. That she did ; and when I gave 
it him, he believed that I had given him all. 
He allowed me to ride as far as Peebles that 
my mistress might believe I jonmeyed on 
her errand, little dreaming that I did so in 
truth. He is even now concocting some 
scheme to complete the deception he is 
practising upon her." 

" You have done well, Crawford, and 
I for one will not hesitate to trust you in 
this business," said Lindsay after having 
read the letter, which he had obtaLued 
authority from Gilbert to do. 

" Thank you. Captain, thank you," ex- 
claimed the page, his eyes glistening with 
gratitude for this restoration to confidence. 

" Now you must take this letter to her 
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ladyship, and deKver it to her secretly. 
But lest ill should happen it, I wHl tell 
you the contents. It bids Mistress Douglas 
hold herseK ready during vespers to ivax 
into the court as soon as she shall hear 
a bugle sound thrice *the chase is up.' 
It bids her make way in spite of every 
peril, for in the court she will find friends." 

<*I will remember, and if it may be 
contrived I shall be near her at the hour 
to help her away from the chapel." 

" Go, then, and you shall find a better 
reward in true service to the unhappy lady 
than in all the lying pledges of yon brother 
of Satan." 

"You shall find me helping the good 
work, or you shaU find me dead." 

Crawford returned to the Priory, the 
while Lindsay, having procured certain 
articles of apparel he required and a second 
horse, made for Glengaber. 

Barras was waiting for the page, and 
as soon as he appeared questioned him 
whether he had seen aught of Elliot. 
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** Nothing, my lord." 

" Good. That will enable you to play 
the part I have prepared for you Tvith a 
better grace." 

** I am ready, my lord," said Crawford, 
with every symptom of passive submission 
to the will of his new master. 

"You shall carry this billet back to yom* 
mistress, and tell her that you have learned 
that Master Elliot has fallen by the hands 
of some of Tushielaw's riders, who had 
sworn that he should forfeit his life for that 
of Pate Scott, whom he had slain." 

" Yes, my lord." 

" To remove all doubt from her mind, 
say you had the news from one of the 
fellows who did the work, and that you 
bought from him this holy emblem which 
had been found on the dead man's neck, in 
order that it might be a token to her by 
which she should recognize the truth or 
falsehood of what you had been told. You 
may speak with conviction, for Elliot will 
not live to contradict you." 
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" Shall I see my lady now ? " 

'' Yes." 

Crawford was taken into the receiving- 
room, and in a few minntes Mistress 
Douglas, veiled and in the same white garb 
in which he had seen her in the morning, 
appeared behind the grating. 

His back was towards the door, and he 
looked steadily in the face of his mistress, 
trying by his expression to show her that 
he was repeating a false message. At the 
same time he handed to her the missives 
he had received from Lindsay and Barras. 
The first was uppermost, and she recog- 
nized the penmanship of Gilbert. 

This enabled her to understand Craw- 
ford's significant look as he faithfully 
echoed the story Barras had taught him, 
and delivered to her the small golden 
crucifix, which was the same Gilbert had 
received from Lady Spens, and which 
Barras had taken from him when he was 
in the dungeon of Tushielaw Tower, 

Catching quickly at her part, Mary 
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uttered a cry of distress, and clung to the 
grating as if to preserve herself from 
falling. 

"Then my last hope is gone," she ex- 
claimed with well-feigned despair. 

The Prioress herself, as if attracted by 
the cry, entered hurriedly to conduct Mis- 
tress Douglas to her chamber. She, heard 
the words just spoken, and a cold smile 
of satisfaction — Chidden by her veil — passed 
over her face, which displayed a singular 
resemblance to that of her son at the 
moment. 

" To-morrow I shall need you again, 
Crawford," Mary said softly, as she sub- 
mitted to be led away with an air of 
despairing resignation that completely im- 
posed upon the wily Mother Ursula. 

"My daughter," said the latter with 
affected sympathy, as soon as she had 
closed the door, "if you have permitted 
the passions of the sinful world to hold so 
firm a place in your breast that they can 
move you to anguish such as you suffer 
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now, bethink you of the great source of 
consolation, and humble your proud heart 
at the foot of the cross." 

" I will obey you, madam." 

**0r if my experience can in any way 
comfort you, my daughter, I wiU stay with 
you and " 

" You are very kind, madam," interrupted 
Mary a little spitefully, and on the brink of 
forgetting her mask in her fear of being 
burthened with the woman's society ; " but 
I will be better alone, although I am sen- 
sible of the gratitude your proffer merits." 

" May the sweet Virgin soften your heart, 
my daughter, for I fear it is even harder 
than I at first believed." 

" Amen, amen ! " ejaculated Mistress 
Douglas, crossing her hands with mock 
solenmity. 

The Prioress regarded her with a sharp, 
suspicious glance, then made the sign of 
the cross, and, with a sigh for the perversity 
of the wicked creature before her, slowly 
withdrew. 
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Mary was inexpressibly relieved when the 
woman had gone, for she felt that she could 
not have sustained the merest show of sub- 
mission or respect many seconds longer. 
Eemembering that her movements might 
be observed by means of some spyhole, 
although she was not aware of the existence 
of any, she passed into her sleeping apart- 
ment, and there impatiently tore open the 
missive she had received from Crawford. 

It was from Gilbert, as she had guessed 
the moment her eyes had rested on the 
superscription. The good tidings it con- 
veyed set her heart palpitating joyously. 
She could with difficulty restrain her de- 
light, which prompted her to sing and laugh 
madly. She was to be rescued, and only 
a few hours had to intervene before the 
attempt was made. 

She sat down, clasping her hands across 
her knees, as if trying by main force to 
keep her gladness within bounds, she read 
the open letter which lay on her lap again 
and again. 
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By-and-by she became sufficiently com- 
posed to meditate upon the most facile way 
of carrying out the instructions given her. 
Happily she had not yet been required to 
join the train of novices, and she was stiU 
during service left alone in the dark comer 
of the chapel in which she had been first 
placed. 

On every occasion of passing to and fro, 
she had carefully noted the windings of the 
corridors, so that if she could only get out 
of the chapel unobserved, she had no fear 
of finding her way to the court. The only 
serious obstacle that she could foresee was 
the chance of some of the doors being 
locked and the keys withdrawn. That 
chance, however, she would have to risk, 
and as every inmate of the house, except, 
perhaps, the warders and gardeners, would 
be in the chapel at the time, she was not 
likely to encounter any person to bar her 
progress. She had settled the course of 
action she was to adopt long before the 
hour of its execution arrived. 
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Then, as the afternoon advanced, she 
was afflicted with the innumerable qualms 
which are experienced by all who feel them- 
selves approaching a momentous event. 

The first stroke of the vesper-beU thrilled 
along her nerves like an electric shock. 
It was the signal for the action she had 
mentally rehearsed to begin ; but her knees 
shook under her; her pulse fluttered, and 
at the moment when she needed most 
strength she felt herself weakest. 

This weakness, however, was like the first 
chill which passes over a swimmer when 
he plunges into the water; it was over in 
an instant, and the necessity of exertion 
produced a reaction in the system which 
supplied invigorating warmth and calmness. 

With a self-possession and precision of 
movement beyond anything she had hoped 
to attaiQ, she proceeded to her task. Under 
her white gown she secured her cloak and 
hood, to have them ready to cover her 
noviciate garb as soon as she had got on 
the other side of the Priory waUs. 
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Then she marched with deliberately de- 
corous step to the chancel, and took her 
usual place in the comer near the door. 

As may be imagined, she heard nothing 
of the solemn service that was proceeding, 
and more than once would have betrayed 
her inattention to any one who had been 
observing her. She was busy Ustening for 
the appointed signal of her deliverance. 

She had not been more than a quarter 
of an hour in the chapel, with her ears 
strained to catch every sound that might 
betoken the arrival of her friends, when 
she heard what seemed to be a commotion 
in the court. The sound, however, was so 
faint that nobody appeaxed to observe it 
except herself. 

Breathless she waited for the signal 
which was at hand now ; and presently she 
distinguished the distant notes of a bugle 
thrice winding the hunters' summons to 
the chase. 

She crept stealthily from her place, and 
escaped through the doorway unperceived. 
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The sounds of commotion she had first 
heard were produced in this way. 

Immediately after the bell had ceased 
tolling, the warder was roused from the 
peaceful dose which he had anticipated 
enjoying undisturbed for an hour at least, 
by a loud and imperative knocking at the 
postern. 

After leisurely grumbling at this un- 
christian interruption of his ease, and con- 
sulting his own dignity by keeping the 
applicant for admission knocking impa- 
tiently several minutes, the warder opened 
the wicket and peered forth. 

A man in the grey gown and cowl of a 
friar was standing without, and some dark 
object was lying at his feet. 

" What seek ye, gossip ? '* demanded the 
warder, affecting not to perceive the cha- 
racter of the applicant's garb. " This is 
the hour of prayer, and all good men should 
be on their knees." 

^^ The work of charity must be done at 
all hours, my son,'' retorted the friar, in a 
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fihai'p tone of authority, *' Wherefore I 
charge you open, for here is a man been 
found in Yarrow water, and if he have not 
Bpeedy help he will die." 

"After vespers I'll acquaint the lady 
Prioress, and she will admit you." 

" What ! and must the man perish mean- 
while ? Is this a sanctuary of the church, 
and will you dare keep the gate closed 
when the life of a fellow-creature is at 
stake ? Open, I say, or his death be upon 
your head." 

The solemn manner of the speaker more 
than his words intimidated the sulky 
warder, and, after summoning two or three 
fellows together, he slowly opened the 
postern. 

The friar entered hurriedly, carrying the 
body of a man who was quite insensible, 
if not dead, and whose clothes were soaked 
with water, which, dripping from them, 
marked the course he was carried. 

The warder led the way into his own 
watch-room, grumbling aU the while to 
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himself at the trouble he was put to be- 
cause a tipsy carle chose to tumble into the 
water. 

A long form was drawn into the middle 
of the room, and upon it the insensible man 
was stretched face downwards, so as to 
permit the water to run from his mouth. 
The friar busied himself in the attempt to 
restore consciousness by all the means at 
his command. 

He undid the collar of the patient's 
jerkin, and felt if his pulse continued to 
beat. The warder and the two gardeners 
who had joined him looked on inactive. 

" I fear the earthly sorrows of the poor 
man are closed," said the friar, gravely 
shaking his head ; " but let us not reproach 
ourselves with the thought that we failed 
to give him what help we could yield. Go 
you. Master Warder, fetch me some wine ; 
and one of you, sirs, get me some feathers." 

He began to rub the patient vigorously ; 
and it was at that moment the bugle 
sounded. 
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"Feathers you may have, father, but 
wine there is none until the Prioress comes 
from prayers." 

" Then I will seek my good sister herself 
since you are so churlish. My gown will 
privilege me to pass to the chapel," said 
the friar, rising in apparent indignation. 

"I will not stay you; but if our mis- 
tress be wroth you shall bear the blame." 

" Enough ; fear nothing." 

The friar strode into the court, and 
as the men looked after him one of them 
muttered — 

" He strides and speaks more like a 
trooper than a priest.'' 

The friar walked hke one who had re- 
ceived directions as to his route, rather 
than as one thoroughly acquainted with it 
or wholly ignorant of it. He seemed to 
seek certain landmarks, and twice altered 
his course. 

He reached the staircase leading to 
one of the principal doorways. As he as- 
cended, the door suddenly opened and two 
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figures darted out — Mary Douglas and her 
page. 

Crawford had been left in the Priory by 
Barras, who had gone forth a short while 
before vespers. This privilege the page had 
turned to the advantage of his mistress, and 
had stolen into the corridor leading to the 
chapel. There Mary found him on her 
escape, and he had conducted her safely 
thus far when they encountered the friar. 

Both started back in confusion and dis- 
may at sight of the man ; and Crawford laid 
his hand upon his poignard, resolved that 
even the gown of the Church should not be 
respected if any attempt was made to in- 
tercept their progress. 

Bat his courageous resolve was not put 
to the proof, for at sight of them the friar 
hurriedly doffed his gown and revealed the 
person of Captain Lindsay. 

" You are safe, my lady, you are safe ! " 
exclaimed Crawford in a joyful whisper; 
'* here is a friend." 

Lindsay hurriedly threw the friar's gown 
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around Mistress Douglas^ muttering at the 
same time — 

*^ We cannot halloo yet, madam, although 
we are nigh through the wood. But be 
firm, and we shall speedily be on the right 
side of your prison walls." 

" I will not fail you," she answered calmly. 
** I will not mar your scheme by any 
childish weakness. Trust me, my nerves 
are steady as your own." 

** Faith, my lady, that adds to the chance 
of our success mightily," he said admiringly. 
** Keep you by your mistress, Crawford, 
and strike down the first who lays a finger 
upon her." 

" I will." 

" This way, then, quick and softly." 

"When they were near the gateway Lind- 
say halted. 

** Now comes the worst. I may have to 
leave you for an instant, but keep close in 
the shadow of the arch there, and do not 
stir until I am with you again or Elliot 
finds you." 

VOL. m. s 
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"Where is he?" she asked under her 
breath, 

" At hand." 

Lindsay msed his fingers to his lips and 
whistled shrilly. 

The warder and the two men who were 
with him in the watch-room were amazed 
by the imusual sound of a profane whistle 
within the bounds of the Priory during 
vespers. But their amaze was suddenly 
turned to helpless consternation when the 
drowned man who was lying on the form 
sprung to his feet at the signal, whipped his 
sword from its scabbird, and seized the 
warder by the throat with a grip like iron. 

" Quick I give me the key of the postern 
or you are a dead man/' said Gilbert in a 
fierce undertone. 

" The — the key of the pos— postern," 
stammered the man, trembling in every 
limb, and glancing imploringly for help 
toward his fellows, who had not yet re- 
covered wit enough to move either to the 
defence of their comrade or flight. 
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'* Ay, the key, and on the instant," said 
the* lately prostrate man, " or by Heaven 
you shall never draw bolt again." 

The man, with more conrage than he had 
seemed to possess, made an effort to call 
help, but Gilbert's fingers tightened upon 
his throat and choked the word. 

^* Another motion such as that and it 
is your last — ^nay, never look to these 
fellows for help, for if one of them stir a 
foot or raise a hand it will be to lift your 
corpse. The key — the key." 

** Take it, and a malison with it," said the 
warder, dourly. 

Gilbert snatched the key from his hand, 
and hurled him aside with such violence 
that the man tumbled over the form and lay 
on the floor groaning. 

This roused the two gardeners from the 
stupor in which they had hitherto stood 
gazing at what passed without interfering. 

'' Saimts help's but ye shall no carry it 
aff that way," cried one of them, springing 
to the door and closing it. 
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The other made a pace toward a musket 
which stood near the fireplace. 

^^ Stand you, sirrah, unless you have a 
mind to learn what weight of lead this 
petronel carries. And yon, sirrah, give 
way, and let me pass without Woodshed/' 

" That will I no do. Whatever ill intent 
has brought ye here in traitor fashion ye 
shaU not go free with my wiU." 

«< Then on your own head rest the blame 
of what haps." 

With the words Gilbert was about to 
advance, but the warder, who had got 
behind him, smarting with pain and rage, 
sprung suddenly on his back and dragged 
him to the floor. Having got him prostrate, 
the three would have made short work with 
him had not help been near. 

The door burst open, and Lindsay dashed 
in. With a blow from the butt of a petronel 
he felled the man who stood nearest ; next 
he knocked up the barrel of the musket 
which the other man had levelled. The 
gun exploded, and the charge lodged in the 
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ceiling. Gilbert at the same time released 
himself from the warder's grip, and with 
Lindsay rushed from the room, pausing, 
however, to close and look the door. 

The report of the gun had alarmed the 
inmates of the Priory, and footsteps were 
heard hurrying across the court to the 
scene of action. 

Lindsay seized Mistress Douglas by the 
hand, and followed by Crawford, drew her 
to the postern, which Gilbert had already 
opened. The four passed out. Gilbert 
locked the gate and threw the key away. 
Then, as the sounds of alarm within pro- 
claimed that the flight was discovered, they 
sped down the hiU towards Glengaber, 
favoured by the darkness which had fallen. 
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CHAPTEE XVI. 



BOWERHOPE LAW. 



*' Likp to an eagle in his kingly pride, 
Soaring tbrongli bis wide empire of the air, 
To weather his broad sails, bj chance hath spied, 
A goshawk which hath seized for her share 
Upon some fowl that shonld her feast prepare ; 
With dreadful force he flies at her bylive, 
That with his sonce which none endaren dare, 
Her from the quarry he away doth driye, 
And fromher griping pounce the greedy prey doth rive." 

The Faery Queen. 

The rescue of Mary Douglas from the Priory 
of St. Margaret was effected on the same 
day that Lady Spens had made her escape 
from the tower with the precious proofs of 
Tushielaw's baseness. 

Mistress Spens, sustained by the feverish 
excitement wHch was inspired by the pos- 
session of the fatal document, and the sense 
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of the danger it induced, performed the 
journey to Bowerhope Law in a much 
briefer space of time than would have been 
expected. But the sun had sunk far to the 
west when she reached the base of the grey 
mount, and strained her eyes eagerly through 
the darkening shadows to descry the form of 
the friend she hoped to find thereabout. 

Seeing no one, her heart was thrilled with 
fear, for now the fatigue of body and mind 
began to tell upon her, and she felt as if it 
would be impossible to proceed many paces 
farther. 

When she had attained the summit of the 
hiU, she searched the landscape again, and 
with the same result as before. She sank 
upon the ground to rest for a few minutes ; 
but the peril of her position agitated her too 
much to permit her to remain long there. 

She remembered the cavern to which, by 
former arrangement as an introductory ser- 
vice to Tushielaw, she had conducted him 
under pretence that he would there find the 
witchwife — the result of which exploit has 
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been duly chronicled — and thither she now 
bent her steps. She had some difficulty in 
finding it, for the landmarks by which she 
had formerly reached it were not easily dis- 
idngnished in the folding light. 

When she did gain the entrance and 
thrast aside the bashes which concealed it 
her transport was exceedingly great, to 
perceive the sturdy form of Andrew Howie 
stretched upon the earth in a sound sleep. 
She touched him with her hand, pro- 
nouncing his name. 

He jumped up with an alacrity that was 
surprising for a man of his years, and, not 
perceiving who stood beside him, laid his 
hand upon his whineyard menacingly. 

"It's me, Andrew, it's me," she cried 
quickly, "and I want to get to Edinburgh 
at once." 

" Eh, what, my lady ! " he exclaimed, 
rubbing his eyes and peering at her. " Noo 
Heaven be praised for a' its mercy! But 
are ye safe, and are ye weel, and are ye sure 
it's yoursel' ? " 
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" Quite sure, Andrew, as you will see by 
stepping outside." 

" Heaven be thank' t — saints be praised, 
Ml' I'll bum a dozen wax candles to our 
leddy for her mercy, first in bringing ye 
safe out o' the mou' o' the lion's den in 
whilk ye trusted yoursel' against my will, 
and neist for bringing your mind to the 
happy resolve till return to Edinbro'." 

" Have you the horses near ? " 

'* Ay, they are ower by there by the water 
side. I hae waited here day after day, 
nicht after nicht, expectin' to see ye back, 
and I ay kept shifting the horses frae place 
to place just to keep them frae being 
noticed particular. An' whan ye didna 
come I was gey skiered, an' would hae 
been up at the Deil's Tower seeking ye, 
though I couldna hae hoped for onything 
but to die near ye, my lady, if it hadna been 
that the guidwife Hyslop cam to me ilka 
nicht and tauld me that ye were weel sae far. 
That satisfied me for the while, but I was 
michty- uncomfortable neist morning." 
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/^The day is near, good Andrew, when 
I will be able to show you how sincerely I 
esteem yonr fidelity." 

" Den haet need I o' onythrag mair, my 
leddy, than a kind word an' a bonnie smile 
to show me ye are pleased, though I'm glad 
frae the tae to the croon o' my pow to hear 
your ladyship speaking wi' sae muckle hope 
for yoursel'." 

" Get the horses, and as we ride I will 
acquaint you with what has chanced." 

" Will ye bide here till I come back ? .it's 
just twa loups and a bittock to the beasts^ 
an' I'U be wi' ye in five miuutes." 

" I will rest here, then, for I am sorely 
wearied." 

" Sit ye doon there syne ; I'll be back 
before ye sing the first half of the * Forest 
Lads.' " 

Away he went down the hill at fall trot, 
his old limbs obtaining aU the vigour of 
youth in the joy of his errand. 

He had not been more than three minutes 
gone when Lady Spens was startled by the 
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distant bay of a hound. She bent toward 
the mouth of the cave and listened breath- 
lessly. 

Her pulse quickened to pain, her heart 
leapt into her mouth, choking her, as she dis- 
tinguished the heavy tread of horses' hoofs. 
She was pursued — she would be captured. 

But she might overtake Andrew yet. 

She was about to rush from the cavern 
with that intent, when she paused, dropped 
upon her knees, and with the poignard she 
carried for defence in any extremity that 
might arise in her perilous adventure, dug 
a hole in the earth. 

She took the bit of drumskin from her 
doublet, stuffed it into the hole and covered 
it with the earth. That done, she felt more 
composed, for even if she were captured, 
Tushielaw would not find the chief object 
of his pursuit. 

Then she darted out of the cave, but only 
to encounter the hounds, which sprung 
upon her and bore her to the ground, 
tearing her shoulders with their savage 
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grip. They would have done her still more 
serious injury had not Tushielaw and several 
of his men ridden up immediately and beaten 
the dogs off. 

Tushielaw himself raised the lady, whom 
he still believed to be no more than a gipsy 
lad who had been employed by Lady Spens, 
or some other, to pry into his affairs and 
betray him. 

She was not insensible, although partly 
BO, under the pain and fear which the 
attack of the ferocious animals produced* 
A chill shudder passed over her at the 
touch of this man in whose arms she now 
lay powerless. She grew sick and faint as 
much with the horror of her position as with 
the wounds inflicted upon her. 

He rapidly searched the pouches of her 
jerkin, the breast, and the belt without find- 
ing what he sought. 

By this time several torches had been lit, 
and Tushielaw, gazing savagely upon her 
face, started as he fancied he recognized it. 
But not stopping to associate the face with 
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any he had formerly seen, being too anxious 
about the stolen document, he shook her 
roughly as he growled in her ear — 

" Do you care to live ? " 

*^Yes." 

*^ Then tell me where is that you have 
stolen and I will set you free." 

*^ I have not got it," she faltered feebly. 

*^You lie, whelp. Mind you, we have 
stout cords with us, and there are trees at 
hand; we shall use them if you are not 
wary. But speak truly and you shall go 
unhurt. Where is it ? " 

**I have not got it," she said with more 
strength than before. 

^VFiends bum you, then. You shall 
swing, and I will find the thing without 
your help. Hold him some of you, and 
give me a light." Snatching one of the 
torches, he entered the cave and made a 
hurried examination of every nook in it. 
When he had done, he stood irresolute, 
frothing at the mouth with impotent fury, 
and gazing savagely about him. 



270 THE BRAES OP YARROW. 

Suddenly he called to those without to 
fetch him some water. Several men ran to 
a spring which trickled down the hill-side, 
and brought their leathern caps filled to 
the chief. 

Careftdly with his own hand he emptied 
the water on the ground, and, with a growl 
of satisfaction, observed that at one spot 
near the entrance the water sank more 
rapidly than anywhere else. 

He knelt down and dug up the earth 
with his poignard, and in a httle while he 
uttered a cry of savage joy as he rose to 
his feet with Surrey's pardon in his 
hand. 

" You shaJl never run risk of playing me 
faJse again," he muttered huskily, as he 
held the skin over the flame of a torch. 

With a sardonic smile he watched it curl 
and hiss as it was slowly consumed by the 
fire. When the last film of ash had floated 
to the floor, he returned to the captive. 

"Now," he said triumphantly, "the 
thiQg you have to pay so highly for is 



BOWERHOPE LAW. 271 

ashes, and you shall follow it by another 
road. For what you know binds you to me 
tUl death parts us. So to save fash to us 
both we will have the parting on the spot. 
Hey, Will, give me the cord." 

A stout rope of three or four ells' length, 
with a noose at one end, was given to him. 
He threw the noose round the captive's 
neck, tied her hands behind her back, and 
in that fashion led her down the hill towards 
a cluster of old trees. 

The poor lady moaned bitterly, but made 
no useless attempt at resistance. 

For an instant she entertained the idea 
of revealing herself, and so saving her life. 
But were he to spare her, even then it 
would only be to compel her to a union 
with him that was more appalling than 
the death to which she was being led. So 
she was silent, and they stood beneath a 
tree with a stout branch stretching right 
across their path. 

The rope was thrown over the branch, 
and two stout fellows held the end ready to 
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hoist the victim into the air at the signal 
from the chief. 

**If you want to say a pater ^'' he said 
mockingly, ^* you will have time enough to 
say it whilst you are making your dance; 
we have not time to wait for your saying 
it beforehand." 

She was about to cry for mercy, when an 
imexpected interruption in the proceedings 
was caused by the arrival of Heron Barras, 
who galloped up in hot haste. 

^' I have been at the tower seeking you,'* 
he said, reiiiing up beside Tushielaw ; and 
then suddenly perceiving what was going 
forward, he cried, " Why, what play are you 
at now ?— haUo ! " 

The latter exclamation was caused by his 
recognition of the victim. He peered into 
her face to assure himself that his suspicion 
was correct. Then he turned to the reiver 
and said in an undertone — 

"Do you know who this is you are to 
give the crows to pick ? " 

"Ay, a young knave who has been 
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nearer making crowds meat of me than was 
ever made before," was the moody answer. 

Barras laughed drily. 

" Why, this is no man at all/' he 
whispered. 

" How no man ? " 

" Why, none but the dame you have been 
seeking to wive— none other than my much- 
loved sister, who has been masquerading in 
this fool's garb, for what frolic I cannot 
guess." 

This explanation astonished Tushielaw, 
but it also enabled him to comprehend with 
what motive she had risked so much to 
obtain the proofs of his guilt. 

** By my sword," he muttered presently, 
" I like her the better for't. She is a rare 
wife for a Border rider, and mine she shall 
be this time without the aid of priest or 
book." 

He removed the rope from her neck, bade 
one of the troopers dismount, and lifted the 
helpless lady into the saddle. She was 
stupefied by all that had passed, and only 
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instinct enabled her to grasp the pommel 
of the saddle to keep herself from tumbling 
down. 

Tushielaw led the horse. 

** You shaU have a rare bridal procession, 
mistress," he said, with coarse familiarity, 
"to make up for the lack of other cere- 
mony. Ho 1 there, lads, light up torches 
every one of you till the forest blaze again, 
and the birds begin to sing, thinking t^at 
the sun has risen." 

The men, not understanding the reason 
for their chiefs altered intention regarding 
the culprit, were somewhat puzzled by the 
elated command they had just received. 
They, however, promptly proceeded to 
obey. 

Those who had not already procured 
torches were still procuring them when 
Andrew Howie, with wild mien and sword 
drawn, rode furiously into their midst and 
made for his lady. 

At first the suddenness of his attack, and 
the doubt whether or not he came alone, 
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obtained him free passage; but before he 
could reach the side of his mistress his 
horse reared back upon its haunches from 
the row of Jeddart axes which were levelled 
at his breast. Andrew wielded his weapon 
with might and skill, but he was no match 
single-handed against the crowd of men 
who forbore striking him rather out of re- 
spect for his grey hairs than for lack of 
opportunity. 

Tushielaw looked round to see the cause 
of the disturbance, and observing Andrew 
laying about him, hastily shouted — 

"Bid the old fool back; and if he will 
not, cut him down." 

The command was no sooner given than 
it was executed, and a blow from a Jeddart 
axe tumbled the faithful servitor from his 
horse with a severe gash on the right 
shoulder. 

He was left lying where he fell as they 
thought dead, and the troop moved at an 
easy pace forward to the tower. Barras did 
not display the least interest in the fate of 
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his sister farther than by inquiring from 
curiosity, not from auy Le ho had tor 
her, how she had come to be in the peril 
in which he had found her, and by bid- 
ding Tushielaw make sure of her this 
time. He then explained that he had 
ridden to the tower to seek him in order 
to arrange some effective way of disposing 
of Gilbert Elliot, whom he had the means 
of attracting to Yarrow as far as Mount 
Benger. Discussing the nefarious scheme, 
using such metaphors as might deceive 
Lady Spens if she heard and attended to 
their gossip, they arrived at the tower. 

It was quite dark when Andrew Howie, 
parched with thirst and faint with loss of 
blood, wakened from the swoon into which 
he had fallen. A few seconds sufficed to 
enable him to recollect all that had passed. 
He had gone for the horses, found that one 
of them had broken its halter and got away, 
and he had tarried longer than he had in- 
tended trying to recover it. Then he had 
returned with the single horse, discovered 
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his lady a prisoner, and had been felled in 
the attempt to rescue her. 
^*I wish they had just kilt me out- 
right," he groaned, ** and no left me here 
giming wi* pain in body and anguish in 
saul — ^for my saul maun be in purgatory 
thinking that my puir mistress is in the 
grip o' that scoundrel viUam again." 

His thirst soon became so insupportable 
that he crawled, in spite of the acute suffer- 
ing the motion caused, to a streamlet, and, 
bending his face down to it, lapped the 
liquid with rare zest. When he raised his 
head his brow was studded with glistening 
beads of the water, and he felt so much 
refreshed that he had strength enough to 
fasten a kerchief across his wound. 

Speedily after accomplishing this, he 
crawled as far as the cavern. When he 
had reached this place of shelter, he re- 
signed himself to the conflicting thoughts 
which the misfortune of his mistress and 
his own helpless condition inspired. 

The fear which he might naturally have 
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entertained that he had received his death- 
wound did not afflict him on his own account 
at all, but the fact that he was too feeble to 
seek assistance for his lady distressed his 
faithful nature cruelly. He was sustained 
only by the hope that he might live till 
Kirsty Hyslop should come to him, as she 
had done every night, to give him the tidings 
she regularly received from Homie as to 
how things were passing in the tower. 

He had never longed for her arrival in so 
mnoh aimety as now, and the moments of 
suspense flitted by with bitter tardiness. 
By-and-by, however, he was relieved from 
some of his anguish by a species of stupor 
which the loss of blood produced, and he 
was not roused from this state until the 
voice of Kirsty sounded in his ear. 

"Are ye there, Andrew Howie?" the 
woman repeated several times before any 
answer was given. 

"Ay, ay," he moaned, starting to con- 
sciousness from his semi-trance; "I am 
here, dame, wae's me." 



BOWERHOPB LAW. 279^ 

"And what for are ye wae?'' she ex- 
claimed, with some agitation in her usually 
cold, hard voice. 

" Make a fire and look at me ; there's 
flint and steel." 

She took the articles, which with his left 
hand he had drawn from his pouch, and 
with some twigs and heather she soon 
kindled a fire. 

She was alarmed by his appearance as 
soon as the light revealed him, and he saw 
that she had an uneasy expression in her 
dark eyes, as if something besides his con- 
dition afliicted her. 

" What is done ? " she cried quickly. 

"My leddy has been here, and wanted 
to go to Edinburgh, but Tushielaw has 
dragged her back till his den. If ye dinna 
get help for her quick. Heaven kens what 
ill may be done her, for I'm no able to stir 
to her aid." 

The woman clasped her hands wildly. 

" Has not Homie been here ? " 

"No." 
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She stood dumbly staring at him for 
several minutes; then with a harsh cry, 
as if her heart were being torn — 

" Ay, now I ken why he hasna been wi' 
me — ^they hae killed my bairn as they killed 
his father, and as they will kill the leddy o' 
Halstane. An' I hae been helping others 
to happiness while my ain flesh and blood 
was skirling out for help." 

" Saunts save's, woman, what is't ye 
mean? Will ye no gang to Selkirk and 
bid them come to my leddy 's rescue/' 

*' The hour of vengeance is at hand," she 
went on with an air of sternly subdued 
emotion, that indicated at once the strength 
of the woman's character and the terrible 
depth of her agony, "and my bairn shall 
no die for nought. This nicht, this nicht, 
Adam Scott, the ill that ye hae dune shall 
be requited. This nicht the fixe that has 
been smouldering i' my breast through lang 
years o' pain shall vent its ill and bum ye 
frae the earth, root and branch." 

The passion of the woman, all the more 
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V 

weird that it was so sternly controlled, and 
the incomprehensibility of her words, caused 
Andrew to gaze with some fear at her. 

** What are ye thinking aboot ? " he asked 
hesitatingly. 

"Vengeance," was the sharp retort. 

" Ay, weel, if Tushielaw be your quarry, 
doon wi' him to perdition — ^but for the 
Lord's sake save my leddy." 

The woman answered him with a strange 
calmness. 

" She shall be saved — Spens lives." 

"The maister alive!" cried Howie, 
bounding on his haunches, forgetting all 
pain in his feverish delight. " Say — say 
that again, that I may be sure I hear ye 
richt." 

" Spens lives." 

"The Holy Mother bless ye for the 
word ! " 

And the old man sank back exhausted, 
Jiears of joy glistening in his eyes. 

Kirsty hurriedly collected sundry dry 
heaps of branches and heather at the mouth 
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of the cave. With a hurning branch from 
the fire she had ahready kindled she lit ona 
outside, and then returned to Howie. 

" Come out and tend the beacon I hae 
lichted," she said calmly, "so that they 
wha are coming see't and learn frae you 
what cause they hae to speed." 

" And whar are ye going ? " 

'' To Tushielaw." 

"What for?" 

"To delay what deil's work he may be 
doing till help come — and, like enough, to 
dee." 

She strode away with a firm swiffc step^ 
marching to her sacrifice with the courage 
and calmness of a devoted martyr. Her 
husband's death and that of the poor de- 
formed son, whom she loved the more 
passionately for his deformity, were to be 
avenged, and she did not care to live after. 
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forgotten or had not thought it necessary 
to take with her to Harden. 

" There is gear," he said, roughly, "that 
will suit you better than the trollop's garb 
you are in now. Have what you will for a 
bridal dress, and I will send a wench who 
will serve for the present as your tire- 
woman. Be speedy, for you must sup with 
your new vassals to-night that they may 
welcome the bride of Tushielaw." 

There was a rude irony in his tone which 
chilled her flesh. A weight seemed to rise 
from her heart when the door closed behind 
him. But she did not move from the chair 
on which he had placed her. She remained 
motionless as a statue and almost as cold, 
stupefied by her despair. 

The daughter of one of the troopers, a 
stout lass with ruddy cheeks and bright 
eyes, came to assist her toilet. 

The girl esteemed the honour of being 
Mistress of Tushielaw too highly to com- 
prehend the sufferings of the lady. She 
was therefore puzzled by the dulness of her 



THE LAST CAROUSE. 285 

mistress, who would not take the least 
interest in her repeated questions as to 
what dress she would please to don out of 
the number that were in the chest. The 
delight she herself experienced in handling 
the braws of the absent dame made the 
apathy of Lady Spens appear to her all 
the more singular. 

But when the lass had unfastened the 
unbecoming jerkin and seen the wounds 
which the dogs had inflicted on the lady's 
fair shoulders, she uttered many ejacula* 
tions of homely sympathy, and attributed to 
these hurts the grief which before she could 
not understand. 

Passively Mistress Spens submitted to 
the bandaging of the wounds, which the 
girl performed with all the simple skill she 
possessed. Passively she submitted to be 
attired in a grey silk gown with lace ruffles, 
answering with absent manner in mono* 
syllables the innumerable questions which 
her attendant, with the kindly intent of 
cheering her, persisted in making. 
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When her toilet was completed, the girl 
asked if she should inform the master that 
the lady was ready. 

" No, no — ^not yet. I — stay with me a 
little while," exclaimed Mistress Spens, 
confusedly starting from her abstraction. 

The girl obeyed. 

Meanwhile Tushielaw had given his 
troopers the reward he had promised them, 
and bade the cellarer let wine and ale flow 
freely in honour of the bride who had just 
come home. On the same score he bade 
the kitchen folks serve the table with the 
best fare they could command at so brief a 
notice. Every man, woman, and child who 
owned him chief was to make merry that 
night. 

So there were bustle and wassail in every 
comer of the tower, and the beacon was 
kindled to add its glare to the festivities, 
and to intimate to friends and foes that an 
extraordinary celebration was being made. 

It was not long before the ordinary indi- 
cations of high revel swelled upon the night. 
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The loud laugh, the coarse jest, the angry 
oath, aJl rising in the fury of an unrestricted 
carouse, soon sent such sounds ringing 
through the tower as made the poor lady 
who was the unwilling occasion of it shudder 
in alarm and abhorrence. 

The sound was considerably subdued when 
the men had taken their places in the hall 
at the supper board, and waited only the 
lady to begin the attack upon the sub- 
stantial fare which was set before them. 

Tushielaw, with Barras— who, having 
concluded his arrangements for the decoy- 
ing and despatching of Gilbert, delayed here 
to see the end of the cruel sport with his 
sister — waited impatiently to receive the 
expected intimation that the lady was ready. 

The Borderer at length, with a muttered 
oath, proceeded to the chamber where Lady 
Spens remained, still keepmg the girl in the 
room under various pretences. 

** Ha, mistress, you have not hurried to 
grace our banquet," he growled, seizing her 
hand. " But beshrew me, you look well, 
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though somewhat of the whitest colour. 
You are better as a woman than a man, for 
as much as your limbs are worth showing 
in the tighter-fitting gear. So, so, have we 
some colour in our cheeks now? Come, 
then, for the roses suit you, and I would 
have you look your best." 

He forced her along with him into the 
hall, where the vassals rose to receive her. 
He placed her on his right, afc the head of 
the board. Barras was on his left. 

The supper was soon despatched; but 
Mistress Spens did not raise her head or eat 
a morsel, although perpetually pressed to do 
both by her would-be lord. 

When the trenchers had been cleared 
away in the readiest fashion possible, 
Tushielaw filled a goblet to the brim, and 
raising it above his head, shouted — 

^' Drink, lads, drink, clean cup out, to the 
new mistress of Tushielaw ! " 

" I salute the happy close of your widow- 
hood, fair sister," said Barras, in his cool, 
mocking way, bending towards her. 
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The men drank and shouted as if they 
were possessed with devils ; and indeed 
they were, if the potations they ahready 
indulged in owned anything of evil in- 
fluence. 

While the uproar was at its height, 
Tushielaw threw down his goblet, and 
placed his arm around the lady's waist. 

" This salute, mistress, shall serve to 
bless our union in place of Mess John's 
ghb mutterings." 

Ere his lips had touched her, she, as if 
stung by an adder, spraoig from Ms grasp, 
and made for the door. Taken aback for an 
instant by the suddenness of her movement, 
he remained still. 

** A curse on you for a minx ! " he cried 
furiously, bounding after her. " These can- 
trips vriU not serve you here." . 

He stretched forth his hand to clutch 
her, but the lady was swiftly drawii beyond 
his reach, and he found himself face to face 
with Kirsty Hyslop, who, vrith disheveUed 
hair, visage flushed, eyes bright as fire, and 
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gaunt form erect, seemed like the fury with 
the evil eye she was currently supposed 
to be. 

Bold as the Borderer was, lightly as he 
esteemed the power of man or devil, he 
recoiled before this apparition, and a breath- 
less silence fell upon the place which had 
been lately ringing with the din of the 
carouse. 

Her appearance was so unexpected and 
inexpKcable — ^for the gates were secure and 
guarded — that these same men, who had 
been for days hunting this woman like a 
wolf, were as much appalled at sight of her 
as if her very glance had stricken them 
helpless. 

The spell was broken by B arras. 

*'Beshrew me, neighbour," he said, 
sneeringly, ''but it would seem that a 
shrivelled beldame has power to set you 
and all your riders at defiance. I'll go a 
gold piece on it that she will carry the 
prize off, and none of you have courage 
enough to cross her path." 
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" 'Sdeath and fury," halloed Tushielaw, 
fiercely, ** nor slie nor all the witches 'twixt 
this and perdition shall rob me of my prize, 
and this one least of all. She has txm her 
head into the noose, and it shall go hard 
with me if she get it out again. Lay hold 
of her and swing her out yonder on the 
gallows tree in Pate Scott's name." 

No man moved. 

"What, are ye cowards aU? Curse ye ! 
I will drag her there, then, with my own 
hands." 

He made a movement towards her, but 
was checked by a petronel levelled at his 
breast. 

" So you play with these things. Then 
I will give you a chance for life" — he 
snatched up a petronel as he spoke. *^ If 
you be a witch, common lead wiU not hurt 
you, but if you be no more than the false 
Jezebel I take you for, then you shall say 
good-bye to earth. Aha, play you so hot?" 

She had fired and missed. Before she 
could make another effort to save herself, 
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he had fired, and she fell with a wild shriek 
to the floor. 

** Father, son, and mother have fallen by 
the same hand," she cried, shrilly. " The 
bhght of Heaven light upon it, and all that 
it may befriend. Come vengeance swift, 
remorseless, and hurl the foul fiend that 
owns it down the black gulf." 

The weird curse was still echoing among 
the rafters and chilling the hearts of those 
who heard it, when strange sounds were 
heard that seemed to be tokens of its speedy 
fulfilment. 

There was a rushing sound as of a great 
sea breaking upon the shore, a confusion of 
voices, and a tramp of many feet, and then, 
before the mosstroopers had sufl&ciently 
recovered from their surprise, a host of 
armed men burst in upon them. 

There was a wild din and clatter of arms„ 
shrieks, groans, and oaths. Above the 
babble rose the voice of Sir Walter Spens — 

" Now, Tushielaw, if you be not as much 
coward as villain, defend yourself." 
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"To me, Barras," shouted Gilbert, en- 
countering the cunning serpent as he was 
quietly seeking some loophole to escape 
from the place in the confusion of the 
fray. 

With a venomous flash in his red eyes, 
he crossed swords with Gilbert, acting 
wholly on the defensive for some minutes, 
and retreating to the wall before his oppo- 
nent. Then suddenly darting forward he 
nearly succeeded in throwing Gilbert off 
his balance, and took advantage of the 
movement to make a savage thrust at his 
antagonist. With the rapidity of thought 
Gilbert regained his balance, and with a 
dexterous swirl of his sword wrenched the 
weapon from the hand of Barras and run 
him through the body. 

The man's countenance was distorted by 
an expression of mingled hate and defiance 
as he fell dead. 

At the same time Tushielaw was crushed 
to the floor and the sword of Spens at his 
throat. 
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" Cry mercy now, accurst knave ! " ex- 
claimed the Knight of Halstane, hotly. 

"I seek no mercy," was the surly and 
fierce response. 

" Then die." 

But the Lord Warden of the Middle 
Marches, who had been brought thither by 
a messenger from Spens, stayed his hand. 

" I have another fate for the villain* 
Away with him to the gaUows tree, on 
which too many honest men have perished 
at his command." 

Four sturdy feUows seized the now de- 
fenceless chief of Tushielaw and dragged 
him to the gallows tree, the main branch 
of which was notched by ropes used in 
hanging the victims of his hate or cupidity, 
and where now he was to perish himself. 

A stout cord was at hand, a noose was 
speedily made, and in the red glare of the 
torches, Adam Scott, dour, bold, and defiant 
to the last, was strung up, and died the 
most ignominious of deaths, as he had lived 
the most lawless of lives. 
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The brief contest was over. Lady Spens 
had at the beginning of the strife been led 
away to a chamber, where she found Mis- 
tress Douglas in the highest glee, only 
regretting that she had not been allowed to 
wear hose and jerkin for the occasion. 

"For it is the merriest night's work we 
are Ukely to see this long while," she said, 
langhing gaily and kissing her recovered 
friend kindly. 

They soon found occupation in tending 
the unfortunate Kirsty Hyslop, who was 
carried to them. Happily the woman's 
hurt was not mortal, and the sight of her 
son Gilpin Homer restored her to sensibility 
and hope as with the touch of a magician's 
wand. 

The prison of the dwarf, and the fate 
that had been intended for him, had been 
revealed by Yetholm Will in the hope of 
finding some favour for himself. 

As soon as he had been released, and 
made aware of the change of affairs in the 
tower, Hornie went out to have a look at 
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his late master. He gave one of his great 
laughs as he saw the huge form dangling 
lifeless in mid-air — gave a wild caper of 
delight around it, then hied him to his 
mother, whose vengeance had been that 
night achieved. 

The party remained till morning in the 
tower, and before quitting it, Spens, in the 
presence of Gilbert and Mary Douglas, 
presented to his wife the letter he had 
received from Barras in the Hospice. 

" This, madam," he said, ^* may account 
for some coldness in my conduct when we 
were last together. Did you scribe it to 
GHbert EUiot ? " 

"Yes," she answered, simply. 

The knight was startled, looked grave, 
and pointed to the line, "for sake of one 
who esteems you more than all the world 
besides." 

" Who is this one ? " he demanded. 

Lady Spens took Mary, whose face was 
crimson, by the hand and led her forward. 

" This is the lady." 
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Gilbert dropped upon his knee before her. 

"Madam," he said, earnestly, "my life 
is yours, my heart you have taken long 
ago, and therefore I have nought to offer 
you, but can only pray that you will be 
merciful to one who loves you truly." 

Despite her confusion, Mary cast a sly 
coquettish glance upon the gainly youth at 
her feet. 

" Perhaps I will be merciful. Master 
Elliot — ^when we are alone," she said in an 
undertone. "Take this to remind me of 
my pledge." 

She gave him the small golden crucifix 
she had received from Crawford. He re- 
cognized it ; she explained how she had 
obtained it, and Lady Spens informed him 
that it had been his mother's, showing her 
name and his father's engraven on it. 

" Then by this it was Barras recognized 
me," he said, remembering the scene in the 
dungeon of the tower, of which they were 
now masters. 

The joy of all was great, and a bright 
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sun seemed to have dawned upon the 
morning of their happier life. It is no 
marvel that they were filled with excess 
of gladness in this happy meeting, to which 
they had passed through so many cruel 
ordeals. 
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CHAPTEE XVIII. 

JUSTICE. 

" After long storms and tempests over blown, 
The sun at length his joyous face doth clear ; 
So when as Fortune all her spite hath shown, 
Some blissful hours at last must needs appear, 
Else would afflicted wights ofttimes despair." 

The Faery Queen. 

Spens, upon being fired upon in the boat 
after lie had escaped from Tushielaw, had 
not been struck at all, but had fallen down 
in the hope that his pursuers might believe 
him dead, and so cease the pursuit. 

His anticipation was verified, and the 
tide carried the boat safely out to sea. 
Picked up by the fishing-smack, he had 
been carried safely to France. There he 
had learned the intention of the Duke of 
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Albany to accept the invitation of a large 
body of the Scottish nobility to come and 
take the Eegency of Scotland, on the plea 
that the indecorous marriage of Queen 
Margaret with the already too powerful 
Douglas had destroyed her right to the 
Eegency and the guardianship of the King. 

Whilst Albany was making preparations 
for his journey to the north country, Spens 
hastened to England and obtained docu- 
ments from Surrey certifying his inno- 
cence of the remotest complicity in the 
successful manoeuvre which had given 
the English army so much advantage at 
Flodden. 

With this he hastened to Scotland, and 
on his way to the capital sought Kirsty 
Hyslop to learn whither his lady had fled. 
From her he learned in what peril Mistress 
Spens had placed herself, and he had gone 
straight to the Lord Warden of the Middle 
Marches. The absence of the Warden 
caused the delay of a night and a day. 
But when the Warden returned Spens 
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displayed Surrey's mandate, acquainted 
him with the coming of Albany, and 
obtained the assistance of a hundred 
troopers, and the company of the Warden 
himself. At Mount Benger he again en- 
countered Dame Hyslop, who informed 
him of the exploit of Elliot and Lindsay, 
which was then going forward, she having 
just sounded the bugle which was the 
signal for Mary to escape from the chapel. 

Spens, well pleased to find his sus- 
picions of the character of the attentions 
of Gilbert to Lady Margaret thus confuted, 
tarried to help his friend in the rescue if 
there were need, whilst Kirsty hastened 
forward to Bowerhope Law in order to learn 
if anything had been heard from the tower. 

Gilbert and Mary Douglas, Lindsay and 
the page Crawford, hotly pursued by all 
the men connected with the priory, found 
the protection they needed, but had not 
expected to find from Spens, and with him 
advanced to Tushielaw. 

Andrew Howie's beacon attracted them, 
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and the intelligence he gave quickened their 
pace forward. 

During the high revel which was being 
held in the tower, it was an easy matter for 
Spens to lead his men within its walls by 
a secret passage, directions for finding of 
which he had received from Kirsty. By 
this passage, which she had been made ac- 
quainted with by her son, as it was his 
chief means of communication with her, 
she had gained admission in time to prevent 
the insult proffered to Lady Spens, and 
so delayed proceedings till the arrival of 
succour. 

After the flight of Douglas and his wife. 
Queen Margaret, to England, the innocence 
of Spens was publicly acknowledged by 
the Eegent Albany, and his escheated 
estates and the little captive Alice restored 
to him. 

Gilbert's claim to the title and lands of 
Binram was established beyond question by 
the documents and other proofs which Spens 
produced. In his wooing, he sped so well 
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that a few weeks after his accession to 
fortune there was a gay bridal in Edinburgh, 
of which the young Lord of Binram and 
bonnie Mary Douglas were the hero and 
heroine, and the Eegent himself gave away 
the bride. 

Lindsay became Captain again in the 
service of the Duke, and Crawford, who, 
from their interview in Peebles, had formed 
a strong attachment for him, followed him 
faithfully and well, displaying on more 
than one occasion a courage and discretion 
beyond his years, and which more than 
atoned his one mistake. He could not, 
however, be induced to return to the service 
of his former mistress, although offered a 
post of honour by her husband. 

Homie, with a singular tenderness, nursed 
his mother through the illness caused 
by her wound, and they found a happy 
home and rest in the restored Tower of 
Halstane, where Andrew Howie grew fat 
and merry in the dignity of his office as 
henchman to the knight. 
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The Prioress of St. Margaret went to 
Borne, and died there the day after her 
arrival. Some said she had poisoned 
herself; but, perhaps to avoid scandal, the 
truth was never revealed. 

So our trials are past, our friends are 
happy, and the green curtain falls. 



THE END. 
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" Such works are a glorious beatification for a poet." — A ihenmum. \ 

Christ in Song, By Dr. Philip Schaff. A New Edition, 

Revised, cloth, gilt edges, 6s, 

Cohbett {William), A Biography. By Edward Smith. 2 

vols., crown 8vo, 2p, 
Confessions of a Frivolous Girl {Tlie) : A Novel of Fashionable 
Life. Edited by Robert Grant. Crown 8vo, 6s, 

Cradle-Land of Arts and Creeds ; or. Nothing New under the 
Sun. By Charles J. Stone, Barrister-at-law, and late Advocate, 
High Courts, Bombay. 8vo, pp. 420, cloth, 14J. 

Cripps the Carrier, 3rd Edition, 6s, See Blackmore. 

Cruise of H,M,S, *' Cliallenger'' (Tlie), By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 

With Route Map and many Illustrations. 6th Edition, demy Svo, cloth, 
i8j. Cheap Edition, crown Svo, some of the Illustrations, is, 6d, 

Cunous Adventures of a Field Cricket, By Dr. Ernest 
Candeze. Translated by N. D'Anvers. With numerous fine 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, gilt, *is, 6d, ; plain binding and edges, 5^. 

T\ANA {P, If,) Two Years before the Mast and Twenty-Four 
•^ years After. Revised Edition, with Notes, i2mo, 6j. 

Daughter {A) of Heth, By W. Black. Crown Svo, 6s, 
Day of My Life {A) ; or. Every Day Experiences at Eton, 

By an Eton Boy, Author of "About Some Fellows." i6mo, cloth 

extra, 2;. 6(L 6th Thousand. 
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Diane. By Mrs. Macquoid. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Dick Cheveley : his Fortunes and Misfortunes. By W. H. G. 
Kingston. 350 pp., square i6mo, and 22 full-page Illustrations. 
Cloth, gilt edges, 7^. 6^. ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5^. 

Dick Sands^ the Boy Captain. By Jules Verne. With 

nearly 100 Illustrations, cloth, gilt, \os. 6d. i plain binding and plain 
edges, 5j. 

Dictionary {General) of Archaology and Antiquities. From 
the French of £. Bosc. Crown 8vo, with nearly 200 Illustrations, 
IQT. 6d, 

Dodge {Mrs. M.) Hans Brinker; or, the Silver Skates. An 
entirely New Edition, with 59 Full-page and otlier Woodcuts. 
Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5^. ; Text only, paper, is. 

Dogs of Assize. A Legal Sketch-Book in Black and White. 
Containing 6Drawings by Walter J. Allen. Folio, in wrapper, dr. 8^. 

PLIGHT Cousins. See Alcott. 

Eighteenth Century Studies. Essays by F. Hitchman. 

Demy 8vo, i8j. 
Elementary Education in Saxony. By J. L. Bashford, M.A., 

Trin. Coll., Can^b. For Masters and Mistresses of Elementary 

Schools. Sewn, u. 

Elinor Dryden. By Mrs. Macquoid. Crown 8vo, 6x. 

Embroidery {Handbook of). By L. Higgin. Edited by Lady 
Marian Alford, and published by authority of the Royal School of 
Art Needlework. With 16 page Illustrations, Designs for Borders, 
&C. Crown 8vo, ^s, 

English Philosophers. Edited by I wan Muller, M.A., New 

College, Oxon. A Series of Volumes containing short biographies 
of the most celebrated English Philosophers, to each of whom is 
assigned a separate volume, giving as comprehensive and detailed a 
statement of his views and contributions to Philosophy as possible, 
explanatory rather than critical, opening with a brief biographical 
sketch, and concluding with a short general summary, and a biblio* 
graphical appendix. The Volumes will be issued at brief intervals, in 
square i6mo, 3^. 6</., containing about 200 pp. each. 

The following are in the press : — 

Baoon. Professor Fowler, Professor of Logic in Oxford. 
Berkeley. Professor T. H. Green, Professor of Moral Philosophyi 

Oxford. 
Hamilton. Professor MoNK, Professor of Moral Philosophy, Dublin* 

{'Ready% 
e^"&c 



^^9W 



8 Sampson Law, Marstoity &* Co!s 



English Philosophers (continued) : — 

Mansel. Rev. J. 11. Huckin, D.D., Head Master of Repton. 
Adam Smith. J. A. Farrer, M.A., Author of <' Primitive 

Manners and Customs." \Ready. 

Eobbes. A. H. Gosset, B. A., Fellow of New College, Oxford. 
Bentham. G. £. Buckle, M. A., Fellow of All Souls*, Oxford. 
Austin. Harry Johnson, B.A., late Scholar of Queen's College^ 

Oxford. 
Hartley. \ £. S. Bowen, B.A., late Scholar of New College, 
Jamei Mill, j Oxford. \Ready. 

Arrangements are in progress for volumes on Locks, Hums, Palby, Rbio, Av, 

Episodes of French History. Edited, with Notes, Genealogical, 
Historical, and other Tables, by Gustave Masson, B. A. 

1. Charlemairne and the Carlovinrian*. 

2. Louis XI. and the Crusades. 

3. Francis I. and Charles V. 

4. Francis I. and the Henaissance. 

The above Series is based upon M. Guizot's ** History of France." 
Each volume is choicely Illustrated, with Maps, 2s, 6d. 

Erema ; or^ My Father's Sin, See Blackmore. 

Etcher {The). Containing 36 Examples of the Original 
Etched-work of Celebrated Artists, amongst others : Birket Foster, 
T. E. Hodgson, R,A., Colin Hunter, J. P. Heseltine, Robert 
W. Macbeth, R. S. Chaitock, H. R. Robertson, &c., &c 
Imperial 410, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. 12s. 6d. 

Eton. See " Day of my Life," " Out of School," " About Some 
Fellows." 

Evans (C.) Otfer the Hills and Far Away. By C. Evans. 
One Volume, crown 8vo, cloth extra, ioj. 6</. 

■ A Strange Friendship. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5J. 

Eve of Saint A^nes (The). By John Keats. Illustrated with 
Nineteen Etchings by Charles O. Murray. Folio, cloth extra, 21s. 
An Edition de Luxe on large paper, containing proof impressions, has 
been prmted, and specially bound, 3/. 3j. 

TO'ARM Ballads. By Will Carleton. Boards, ij. ; cloth, 

•^ gilt edges, u. dd. 

pern Paradise (The): A Plea for the Culture of Ferns. By 
F. G. Heath. New Edition, entirely Rewritten, Illustrated with 
Eighteen full-pap^e, numerous other Woodcuts, including 8 Plates of 
Ferns and Four Photographs, large post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, I2J. dd. 
Sixth Edition. In 12 Parts, sewn, u. each. 
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Fern World {The). By F. G. Heath. Illustrated by Twelve 

Coloured Plates, giving complete Figures (Sixty-four in all) of every 
Species of British Fern, printed from Nature ; by several full-page 
Engravings. Cloth, gilt, 6th Edition, 12^. 6^. 

" Mr. Heath has really given us good, well- written descriptions of our native 
Ferns, with indications of their habitats, the conditions undei which they grow 
naturally, and under which they may be cultivated." — AihetieBum. 

Few (A) Hints on Proving Wills: Enlarged Edition, \s. 

First Steps in Conversational French Grammar, By F. Julien. 
Being an Introduction to "Petites Le9ons de Conversation et de 
Grammaire," by the same Author. Fcap. 8vo, 128 pp., u. 

Flooding of the Sahara {The), See Mackenzie. 

Food for the People ; or^ Lentils and other Vegetable Cookery, 
By E. E. Orlebar. Third Thousand. Small post 8vo, boards, u. 

FooFs Errand (A), By One of the Fools. Author of Bricks 
without Straw. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 
Ss. ed. 

Footsteps of the Master, See Stowe (Mrs. Beecher). 

Forbidden Land {A) : Voyages to the Corea. By G. Oppert. 
Numerous Illustrations and Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 21s, 

Four Lectures on Electric Lnduction, Delivered at the Royal 
Institution, 1878-9. By J. E. H. Gordon, B.A. Cantab. With 
numerous Illustrations. Cloth limp, square i6mo, 3J. 

Foreign Countries and the British Colonies, Edited by F. S. 
Pulling, M.A., Lecturer at Queen's College, Oxford, and formerly 
Professor at the Yorkshire College, Leeds. A Series of small Volumes 
descriptive of the principal Countries of the World by well-known 
Authors, each Country being treated of by a Writer who from 
Personal Knowledge is qualified to speak with authority on the Subject 
The Volumes average 180 crown 8vo pages each, contain 2 Maps 
and Illustrations, crown 8vo, 3J. 6</. 

The following is a List of the Volumes : — 
Denmark and Iceland. By E. C. Otte, Author of ** Scandinavian 

History," &c. 
Oreece. By L. Sergeant, B.A., Knight of the Hellenic Order 

of the Saviour, Author of ** New Greece." 
Switzerland. By W. A. P. Coolidge, M.A., Fellow of 

Magdalen College, Editor of T/ie Alpine Journal. 
Austria. By D. Kay, F.R.G.S. 
Russia. By W. R. MoRFiLL, M.A., Oriel College, Oxford, 

Lecturer on the Ilchester Foundation, &c. 
Persia. By Major-Gen. Sir F. J. Goldsmid, K.C.S.L, Author of 

** Telegraph and Travel," &c. 
Japan. By S. Mossman, Author of ** New Japan," &c. 
'^Peru. By Clements H. Markham, M. A., C.B. 
Canada. By W. Fraser Rae, Author of "Westward by 

Rail," &c. 
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Foreign Countries {continued): — 

Swedea and Norway. By the Rev. F. H. Woods, M. A., Fellow 

of St. John's College, Oxford. 
The West Indies. By C. H. Eden, F.RG.S., Author of "Frozen 

Asia," &c. 
New Zealand. 
France. By Miss M. Roberts, Author of ** The Atelier du Lys," 

"Mdlle. Mori,"&c. 
Egypt. By S. Lane Poole, B.A., Author of "The Life of Edward 

Lane," &c. 
Spain. By the Rev. Wentworth Webster, MA., Chaplain at 

St. Jean de Luz. 
Turkey-in-A8ia. By J. C. McCoan, M.P. 
Australia. By J. F. Vesey Fitzgerald, late Premier of New 

South Wales. 
Holland. By R. L. Poole. 

Franc {Maude Jeane), The following form one Series, small 
post 8vo, in uniform cloth bindings, with gilt edges: — 

Emilys Choice, $s, 

HalVs Vineyard, 45. 

•John^s Wife : a Story of Life hi South Australia. 41. 



- Marian ; or^ the Light of Some On^s IIome» 55*. 

- Silken Cords and Iron Fetters. 4J. 

- Vermont Vale. 5^. 

- Minnies Mission. 4J. 

- Little Mercy. 5J. 
Beatrice Melton^ s Discipline. 45. 



Froissart {2he Boy's). Selected from the ChrQpicles of Eng- 
land, France, Spain, &c. By Sidney Lanier. The Volume is 
fully Illustrated, and uniform with * * The Boy*s King Arthur." Crown 
8vo, cloth, 7j. ()d. 

r^AMES of Patience. See Cadogan. 

Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in i, small 4to, 105. 6^, 

THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. 

Price 6j. each ; or in calf extra, price \os. dd, ; Smaller Edition, cloth 

extra, 2j. dd. 
A Reprint (with the exception of " Familiar Words " and "Other 
People's Windows '') has been issued in very neat limp cloth bindings 
at 2s. 6d. each. 

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Charaeter 

» of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. 21st Edition. 

' " Deserves to be printed in letters of gold, and circulated in every house."— 

' Chambers* Joitmal, 
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The Gentle Life Series {continued) : — 

About in the World, Essays by Author of " The Gentle Life." 

" It is not easy to open it at any page without finding some handy idesi.*'— Mont' 
ing Post. 

Like unto Christ, A New Translation of Thomas 5- Kempis' 

" De Imitationc Christi." 2nd Edition. 

" Could not be presented in a more exquisite form, for a more sightly volume was 
never seen." — Illustrated London News. 

Familiar Words. An Index Verborum, or Quotation Hand- 
book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phraser and Sentences 
that have become embedded in the English language. 4th and 
enlarged Edition, dr. 

" The most extensive dictionary of quotation we have met with." — Notes and 
Qiuries. 

Essays by Montaigne. Edited and Annotated by the Author 

of "The Gentle Life." With Portrait. 2nd Edition. 

" We should be glad if any viords of ours could help to bespeak a large circula- 
tion for this handsome attractive book." — Illustrated Times. 

The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia. Written by Sir Philip 

Sidney. Edited with Notes by Author of * * The Gentle Life. " 7^. (yd, 
** All the best things are retained intact in Mr. Friswell's edition." — Examiner. 

The Gentle Life, 2nd Series, 8th Edition. 

** There is not a single thought in the volume that does not contribute in some 
measure to the formation of a true gentleman." — Daily News. 

The Silent If our: Essays , Original and Selected, By the 

Author of " The Gentle Life." 3rd Edition. 
"All who possess 'The Gentle Life ' should own this volume." — Standard. 

Half Length Portraits, Short Studies of Notable Persons. 
By J. Hain Friswell. 

Essays on English Writers^ for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

"To all who have neglected to read and study their native literature we would 
certainly suggest the volume before us as a fitting introduction." — Examitur. 

Other Peoples Windows. By J. Hain Friswell. 3rd Edition. 

"The chapters are so lively in diemselves, so mingled with shrewd views of 
human nature, so full of illustrative anecdotes, that the reader cannot fail to be 
amused. *' — Mof ning Post. 

A Man's Thoughts. By J. Hain Friswell. 



German Primer, Being an Introduction to First Steps in 
German. By M. T. Preu. 2j. 6^. 

Getting On in the World ; or^ Hints on Success in Life. By 
W. Mathews, LL.D. Small post 8vo, cloth, 2s. (>d. ; gilt edges, 31. bd. 

Gilpin's Forest Scenery. Edited by F. G. Heath. Large 

post 8vo, with numerous Illustrations. Uniform with "The Fern 
NVorld," I2J. 6d, In 6 monthly parts, 2s, each. 
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Gordon {J, E, H,), See " Four Lectures on Electric Induc- 
tion," " Physical Treatise on Electricity," &c. 

Gouffk. The Royal Cookery Book. By Jules Gouffe ; trans- 
lated and adapted for English use by Alphonse GoUFFfi, Head 
Pastrycook to her Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with large plates 
printed in colours. loi Woodcuts, 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. 2J. 

Domestic Edition, half-bound, lox. (id. 

" By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever been sub- 
mitted to the gastronomical world." — Pall Mall Gazette, 

Great Artists, See ** Biographies." 

Great Historic Galleries of England (The), Edited by Lord 
Ronald GoWER, F.S.A., Trustee of the National Portrait Gallery. 
Illustrated by 24 large and carefully-executed /^rzwa//<f«/ Photographs 
of some of the most celebrated Pictures by the Great Masters. Imperial 
4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 36J. 

Great Musicians {The), A Series of Biographies of the Great 
Musicians. Edited by F Hueffer. 



5. Bossini, and the Modem Italian 

School. By H. Sutherland 
Edwards. 

6. IKCarcello. By Arrigo Boito. 

7. Purcell. By H. W. Cummings, 



1. Wafirner, By the Editor. 

2. Weber. By Sir Julius 

Benedict. 

3. SCendelssohn. By Joseph 

Bennett. 

4. Schubert. By H.F.Frost. 

%• Dr. Hiller and other distinguished writers, both English and 
Foreign, have promised contributions. Each Volume is complete in 
itself. Small post 8vo, doth extra, y, 

Gulzofs History of France, Translated by Robert Black. 

Super-royal 8vo, very numerous Full-page and other Illustrations. In 
8 vols. , cloth extra, ^It, each 24J. 

" It supplies a want which has long been felt, and ought to be in the hands of all 
students of history." — Times. 

MassorCs School Edition, The 

History of France from the Earliest Times to the Outbreak of the 
Revolution; abridged from the Translation by Robert Blacic, M.A., 
with Chronological Index, Historical and Genealogical Tables, &c 
By Professor Gustave Masson, B.A., Assistant Master at Harrow 
School. With 24 full-page Portraits, and many other Illustrations. 
I vol., demy 8vo, 600 pp., cloth extra, lor. td, 

I Gulzofs History of England, In 3 vols, of about 500 pp. each, 

containing 60 to 70 Full-page and other Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt, 
24J. each. 

" For luxury of typography, plainness of print, and beauty of iIlustration| these 
volumes, of wnich put one has as yet appeared in English, will hold their own 
against any production of an age so luxurious as our own in everything, typography 
\ not excepted. "—7if>w«. 

t Guyon {Mde,) Life. By Upham. 6th Edition, crown Svo, 6x, 
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TJANDBOOK to the Charities of London. See Low's. 



of Embroidery ; which see, 

to the Principal Schools of England. See Practical. 



HcUf Hours of Blind Man^s Holiday ; or^ Summer and Winter 
Sketches in Black and White. By W, W. Fenn, Author of ** After 
Sundown," &c. 2 vols., cr. 8vo, 241. 

Hall(W. W^ How to Live Long; or^ 1408 Health Maxims^ 
Physical, Mental, and Moral By W. W. Hall, A.M., M.D. 
Small post 8vo, cloth, xs. Second Edition. 

Hans Brinker; or, the Silver Shales. See Dodge. 

Harpet^s Monthly Magazine. Published Monthly, 160 pages, 

fully Illustrated, is. "With two Serial Novels by celebrated Authors. 

" ' Harper's Magazine ' is so thicklv sown with excellent illustrations that^to count 
them would be a work of time ; not that it is a picture magazine, for the engravings 
illustrate the text after the manner seen in some of our choicest edition* deluxe.**^ 
St. yames^s Gazette. 

" It is so pretty, so bi^, and so cheap. . . . An extraordinary shillingsworth— • 
x6o large octavo pages, with over a score of articles, and more than three times as 
many m\xstni.^on9,"— Edinburgh Daily Review. 

"An amazing shillingsworth . . . combining choice literature of both nations."— 
Ntmcon/ormist. 

Heart of Africa. Three Years' Travels and Adventures in the 

Unexplored Regions of Central Africa, from 1868 to 187 1. By Dr. 
Georg Schweinfurth. Numerous Illustrations, and large Map. 
2 vols., crown 8vo, doth, 151. 

Heath {Francis George). See " Fern World," " Fern Paradise," 
"Our Woodland Trees," "Trees and Ferns," "Gilpin's FcrejT. 
Scenery," "Bumham Beeches," "Sylvan Spring," &c. 

Hebet's {Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With upwards 
of 100 beautiful Engravings. Small 4to, handsomely bound, 7j. 6d. 
Morocco, i&r. 6d, and2ij. An entirely New Edition. 

Heir of Kilfinnan (The). New Story by W. H. G. Kingston, 

Author of " Snow Shoes and Canoes,'' &c. With Illustrations. Cloth, 
gilt edges, *js, 6d. ; plainer binding, plain edges, $s. 

History and HanMook of Photography. Translated from the 
French of Gaston Tissandier. Edited by J. Thomson. Imperial 
i6mo, over 300 pages, 70 Woodcuts, and Specimens of Prints by the 
best Permanent Processes. Second Edition, with an Appendix by 
the late Mr. Henry Fox Talbot. Cloth extra, 6j. 

History of a Crime {The) ; Deposition of an Eye-witnesi^ By 
Victor Hugo. 4 vols., crown 8vo, 42s. Cheap Edition, i vol., dr. 

Ancient Art. Translated from the German of John 

WiNCKELMANN, by JOHN LoDGE, M.D. With very numerous 
Plates and Illustrations. 2 vols., 8vo, 361. 

England. See Guizox. 

■ France. See Guizox. 
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History cf Russia. See Rambaud. 

—^— Merchant Shipping. See Lindsay. 

UhiUd States. See Bryant. 

History and Principles of Weaving by Hand and by Power. With 
sereral handled Illnstiatioiis. By Alfred Basjlow. Royal Svo, 
doth extni, t/. 5j. Second Edition. 

How I Crossed Africa : from the Atlantic to the Indian Ocean^ 
Through Unknown Ccnntries ; Discovery of the Great Zambesi 
Affluents, &C.—V0L I., The King's Rifle. Vol. II., The Coillard 
Family. By Major Sbrpa Pinto. With 24 full-page and 118 half- 
page and smaller Illustrations, 13 small Maps, and I large one. 
2 vols., demy 8vq, cloth extra, 42;. 

How to Live Long. See Hall. 

How to get Strong and how to Stay so. By William Blaikie. 

A Manual of Rational, Physical, Gymnastic, and other Exercises. 
With Illustrations, small post 8vo, 5^ . 

Hugo ( Fictor) '' Ninety-Three P Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

Toilers of the Sea. Crown 8vo. Illustrated, 6s. ; fancy 

boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. ; On large paper with all the original 

lUustrationsy iQr. 6J. 

See « History of a Crime." 



Hundred Greatest Men {The). 8 portfolios, 215". each, or 4 

vols., half morocco, gilt edges, 12 guineas, containing 15 to 20 
Portraits each. See below. 

"Messrs. Sampson Low & Co. are about to issue an important 'International' 
work, entitled, 'THE HUNDRED GREATEST MEN;' being the Lives and 
Portraits of the loo Greatest Men of History, divided into Eight Classes, each Class 
to form a Monthly Quarto Volume. The Introductions to the volumes are to be 
written by recognized authorities on the different subjects, the English contributors 
being Dean Stanlkv, Mr. Matthew Arnold, Mr. Froodk, and Professor Max 
Mt^LLER: in Germany, Professor Hblmholtz; in France, MM. Taine and 
Renan ; and in America, Mr. Emerson. The Portraits are to be Reproductions 
from fine and rare Steel Engravings."— ^r«<&«ry. 

Hygiene and Public Health (A Treatise on). Edited by A. H. 
Buck, M.D. Illustrated by numerous Wood Engravings. In 2 
royal 8vo vols., cloth, one guinea each. 

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. See 

BiCKERSTETH. 



TLLUSTRATED Text-Books of Art-Education. Edited by 
•* Edward J. Poynter, R. A. Each Volume contains numerous Illus- 
trations, and is strongly bound for the use of Students, price 5^. The 
Volumes now ready are : — 

PAINTING. 



Olassio and Italian. By Percy 
R. He/^d. With 50 Illustrations, 

5^- 



G-erman, Flemish, and Dutch. 
French and Spanish. 
Eng^lish and American. 



-A 
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Illustrated Text-Books {continued) ;— 

ARCHITECTURE. 

Claasio and Early CQirlstian. 

aothlo and Benaissanoe. By T. Roger Smith. With 50 Illustra* 
tions, 5/. 

SCULPTURE. 

Antique : Eflrsrptlan and Greek. | Benalseanoe and Modem. 

ORNAMENT. 

Decoration in Ooloor. | Architeotnral Ornament. 

Illustrations of China and its People. By J. Thompson, 

F.R.G.S. Four Volumes, imperial 4to, each 3/. 3J. 

/;; my Indian Garden, By Phil Robinson^ Author of " Under 
the Punkah." With a Preface by Edwin Arnold, M. A., C.S.I., &c. 
Crown 8vo, limp cloth, jj. 6^. 

Involuntary Voyage (An), Showing how a Frenchman who 
abhorred the ^ea was most unwillingly and by a series of accidents 
driven round the World. Numerous Illustrations. Square crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7^. 6^. ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5^. 

Irish Bar, Comprising Anecdotes, Bon-Mots, and Bio- 
graphical Sketches of the Bench and Bar of Ireland. By J. Roderick 
OTlanagan, Barrister-at-Law. Crown 8vo, I2J. Second Edition. 

Irish Land Question^ and English Public Opinion (The), With 
a Supplement on Griffith's Valuation. By R. Barry O'Brien, 
Author of " The Parliamentary History of the Irish Land Question." 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth, zs, 

Irving ( Washington). Complete Library Edition of his Works 
in 27 Vols., Copyright, Unabridged, and with the Author's Latest 
Revisions, called the ** Geoffrey Crayon" Edition, handsomely printed 
in large square 8vo, on superfine laid paper, and each volume, of 
about 500 pages, will be fully Illustrated. I2J. 6^. per vol. See also 
" Little Britain." 

^ACKandym, By Miss Alcott. Small post 8vo, cloth, 

J gilt edges, ^s. With numerous Illustrations. 

John Holdsworth, Chief Mate, By W. Clarke Russell, 

Author of "Wreck of the Grosvenor." Crown 8vo, 6r. 

T^INGSTON {W. H. (9.). Su *' Snow-Shoes," *' Child of 

■^^ the Cavern," "Two Supercargoes," "With Axe and Rifle," 
♦'Bern's Fortune," " Heir of Kilfinnan," " Dick Chevcley." Each 
vol., with very numerous Illustrations, square crown i6mo, gilt edgesi 
7J. (id,\ plainer binding, plain edges, 5^. 
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J ADY Silverdal^s Sweetheart. 6s. See Black. 

Letiten Meditations, In Two Series, each complete in itself. 
By the Rev. Claude Bosanquet, Author of "Blossoms from the 
Iving*s Garden." i6mo, cloth. First Series, is.(>d.\ Second Series, 2x. 

Library of Religious Poetry. A Collection of the Best Poems 
of all Ages and Tongues. With Biographical and Literary Notes. 
Edited by Philip Schaff, D.D., LL.D., and Arthur Oilman, 
M. A. Royal 8vo, pp. 1036, cloth extra, gilt edges, 215. 

Life and Letters of the Honourable Charles Sumner {The). 
2 vols., royal 8vo, cloth. Second Edition, 3dr. 

Lindsay {IV. S,) History of Merchant Shipping and Ancietit 
Commerce. Over 150 Illustrations, Maps, and Charts. In 4 vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth extra. Vols. I and 2, 2ij. ; vols. 3 and 4, 24r. each. 

Little Britain ; together with The Spectre Bridegroom^ and A 
Legend of Sleepy Hollow. By Washington Irving. An entirely 
New EdiHon ae luxe^ specially suitable for Presentation. Illustrated 
by 120 very fine Engravings on Wood, by Mr. J. D. Cooper. 
Designed by Mr. Charles O. Murray. Square crown 8vo, cloth 
•extra, gilt edges, icxr. inL 

Little King; or^ the Taming of a Young Russian Count, By 
S. Blandy. 64 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, yx. dd, \ plainer 
binding, 5j. 

Little Mercy ; or^ For Better for Worse. By Maude Jeanne 

Franc, Author of "Marian," "Vermont Vale," &c., &c Small 
post 8vo, cloth extra, 4r. Second Edition. 

Lost Sir Massingberd, New Edition, crown 8 vo, boards, coloured 

wrapper, 2f. 

Loiih German Series-^ 

1. The niastrated Oerman Primer. Being the easiest introduction 

to the study of German for all beginners, is, 

2. The Children's own German Book. A Selection of Amusing 

and Instructive Stories in Prose. Edited by Dr. A. L. Meissner. 
Small post 8vo, cloth, is, 6d, 

3. The First German Beader, for Children from Ten to 

Fourteen. Edited by Dr. A. L. Meissner, Small post 8vo, 
cloth, is, 6d, 

4. The Second German Beader. Edited by Dr. A. L. Meissner. 

Small post 8vo, cloth, is, 6d. 

BuchkeinCs Deutsche Prosa, Two Volumes^ sold separately i — 

5. Schiller's Prosa. Containing Selections from the Prose Works 

of Schiller, with Notes for English Students. By Dr. Buchheim. 
Small post 8vo, zs, 6d, 

6. Goethe's Prosa. Selections from the Prose Works of Goethe, 

with Notes for English Students. By Dr. Buchheim. Small 
post 8vo, 3J. td. 
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Loix^s International Series of Toy Books, 6d. each; or 
Mounted on Linen, is. 

1. Little Fred and his Fiddle, from Asbjomsen*s ''Norwegian 

Fairy Tales." 

2. The Lad and the North Wind, ditto. 

3. The Pancake, ditto. 

4. The Little Match Girl, from H. C. Andersen's '' Danish 

Fairy Tales." 

5. The Emperor's Kew Clothes, ditto. 

6. The Gkdlant Tin Soldier, ditto. 

The above in i vol., cloth extra, gilt edges, with the whole 36 
Coloured Illustrations, 51. 

Low^s Standard Library of Travel and Adventure, Crown 8vo, 

bound uniformly in cloth extra, price 7j. 6d. 

1. The Ghreat Lone Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

2. The Wild North Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

3. How I found Llvinsrstone. By H. M. Stanley. 

4. The Threshold of the Unknown Be^on. By C. R. Mark- 

ham. (4th Edition, with Additional Chapters, lOr. 6d,) 

5. A Whalinar Cruise to BaflLn*s Bay and the Qulf of Boothia. 

By A. H. Markham. 

6. Oampaigninff on the Oxus. By J. A. MacGahan. 

7. Akim-foo: the History of a Failure. By Major W. F. 

Butler, C.B. 

8. Ocean to Ocean. By the Rev. George M. Grant. With 

Illustrations. 

9. Orulse of the Challenger. By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 
I a Schweinforth's Heart of Africa. 2 vols., i^s, 

II. Through the Dark Continent. By H. M. Stanley, i vol., 

Low^s Standard Novels, Crown 8vo, 6j. each, cloth extra. 

My Lady Oreensleeves. By Helen Mathers, Authoress of 
*' Comin* through the Rye," " Cherry Ripe,*' &a 

Three Feathers. By William Black. 

A Daughter of Heth. 13th Edition. By W. Black. With 

Frontispiece by F. Walker, A.R.A. 
Kihneny. A Novel. By W. Black. 
In Silk Attire. By W. Black. 
Lady Silverdale's Sweetheart. By W. Black. 

History of a Crime : The Story of the Coup d'Etat. By Victor 
Hugo. 
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Lends Standard Novels {continued) : — 

Alice Lorraine. By R. D. Blackmore. 

IdOms Doone. By R. D. Blackmore. 8th Edition. 

Oradook Nowell. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Olara Vauffhan. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Crippa the Carrier. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Brema ; or, My Father's Sin. By R. D. Blackmore. 

ICary Anerley. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Innocent. By Mrs. Oliphakt. Eight Illustrations. 

Work. A Story of Experience. By Louisa M. Alcott. Illustra- 
tions. See also Rose Library. 

The Afffhan Knife. By R. A. Sterndale, Author of <'Seonee." 
A French Heireee in her own Chateau. By the Author of 

" One Only," " Constantia," &c Six Illustrations. 
Ninety-Three. By Victor Hugo. Numerous Illustrations. 
My Wife and I. By Mrs. Beecher Stowe. 
Wreck of the OrosTenor. By W. Clark Russell. 
John Holdflworth (Chief Mate). By W. Clark Russell. 
Elinor Dryden. By Mrs. Macquoid. 
Diane. By Mrs. Macquoid. 

Foffannc People, Their I^oves and Lives. By Mrs. Beecher 
Stowe. 

A Qolden Sorrow. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 

A Story of the Drafironnades ; or, Aeylom Chrinti. By the Rev. 
E. Gilliat, M.A. 

Lou^s Handbook to the Charities of London, Edited and 

revised to date by C. Mackeson, F.S.S., Editor of "A Guide to the 
Churches of London and its Suburbs," &c. Paper, ix. ; cloth, \s, dd, 

J[/fA CGAHAN (y. A,) Campaigning on the Oxus, and the 

•* ^ Fall of Khiva. With Map and numerous Illustrations, 4th Edition, 
small post 8vo, doth extra, *js, 6d. 

Macgregor {John) ^^ Rob Roy^^ on the Baltic. 3rd Edition, 
small post 8vo, 2^. dd. ; cloth, gilt edges, 5; . dd. 

■ A Thousand MUes in the ^^ Rob Roy^^ Canoe, nth 

Edition, small post 8vo, 2s, 6d. ; clotb, gilt edges, 3^. 6d. 

Description of the " Rob Rof^ Canoe, with Plans, 



&C, IS, 

The Voyage Alone in the Yawl ^^ Rob Roy,'' New 



Edition, thoroughly revised, with additions, small post Svo, 5^. ; 
boards, 2f. 6d, 
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Mackenzie (D,) ' T/ie Flooding of the Sahara, By Donald 
Mackenzie. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, los, (>d, 

Macquoid {Mrs,) Elinor Dry den. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 

Diajie, Crown 8vo, 6j. 

Magazine, See Harper. 

Markham (C. F.) The Threshold of the Unknotvn Region, 
Crown 8vo, with Four Maps, 4th Edition. Cloth extra, lor. 6^. 

Maury {Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea, and its 
Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his formei 
Work, with Charts and Diagrams. New Edition, crown 8vo, 6s, 

Memoirs of Count Miot de Melito, 2 vols., demy Svo, 36J. 

Memoirs of Madame de Rkmusat, 1802 — 1808. By her Grand- 
son, M. Paul de Remusat, Senator. Translated by Mrs. Cashel 
HoEY and Mr. John Lillie. 4th Edition, cloth extra. This 
work was written by Madame de Remusat during the time she 
was living on the most intimate terms with the Empress Josephine, 
and is full of revelations respecting the private life of Bonaparte, and 
of men and politics of the first years of the century. Revelations 
which have already created a great sensation in Paris. Svo, 2 vols., 32J. 

Menus (366, one for each day of the year). Translated from the 
French of Count Brisse, by Mrs. Matthew Clarke. Crown 
Svo, I or. 6d, 

Men of Mark: a Gallery of Contemporary Portraits of the most 
Eminent Men of the Day taken from Life, especially for this publica- 
tion, price \s. 6d. monthly. Vols. I., II., III., IV., and V., hand- 
somely bound, cloth, gilt edges, 25^. each. 

Mendelssohn Family {The), Translated from the German of 
E. Bock. Demy Svo, i6s, 

Michael Strogoff, 10s, 6d, and 5^. iS*^^ Verne. 

Mitford {Miss), See " Our Village." 

Military Maxims, By Captain B. Terling. Medium i6mo, 

in roan case, with pencil for the pocket, lOr. 6^. 

Mountain and Prairie : a Journey from Victoria to Winnipeg, 
Z//A Peace River Pass. By the Rev. Daniel M. Gordon, B.D., 
Ottawa. Small post Svo, with Maps and Illustrations, cloth extra, 
8j. (id. 

Music, See " Great Musicians." 

My Lady Greensleeves, By Helen Mathers, Authoress of 

"Comin' through the Rye," "Cherry Ripe," &c. I vol. edition, 
crown Svo, cloth, dr. 
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Mysterious Island. By Jules Verne. 3 vols., imperial i6mo. 

150 Illustrations, cloth gilt, 3X. td, each; elaborately bound, gilt 
edges, 7^. dd. each. Cheap Edition, with some of the Illustrations^ 
cloth, gilt, 2j. ; paper, ix. each. 



ATATIONAL Music of the World. By the late Henry F. 
^ ' Chorley. Edited by H. G. Hewlett. Crown 8vo, cloth, 8j. 6</. 

Naval Brigade in South Africa (The), By Henry F. Nor- 
BURY, C.B., R.N. Crown 8vo, cloih extra, lof. dd. 

New Chilis Play (-4). Sixteen Drawings by E. V. B. Beauti- 
fully printed in colours, 4to, cloth extra, I2J. dd. 

New Guinea (A Few Months in). By Octavxus C. Stone, 
F.R.G.S. With numerous Illustrations from the Author's own 
Drawings. Crown 8vo, cloth, 12s. 

' What I did and what I saw. By L. M. D'Albertis, 

Officer of the Order of the Crown of Italy, Honorary Member and 
Gold Medallist of the LR.GS., C.M.Z.S., &c., &c. In 2 vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Maps, Coloured Plates, and numerous 
very fine Woodcut Illustrations, 42J. 

New Ireland. By A. M. Sullivan, M.P. for Louth, a vols., 

demy 8vo, 3Qr. Cheaper Edition, i vol, crown 8vo, 8j. 6d, 

New Novels. Crown Svo, cloth, 10s. 6d. per vol. : — 

2Cary Maxston. By George MacDonald. 3 vols. Third Edition. 

Sarah de Bersjiffer. By Jean Ingelow. 3 vols. 

Bon John. By Jean Ingelow. 3 vols. 

Sunrise : A Story of these Times. By William Black. 3 vols. 

▲ Sailor's Sweetheart. By W. Clark Russell, Author of " The 

Wreck of the Grosvenor," "John Holdsworth," &c. 3 vols. 
Lisa Lena. By Edward Jenkins, Author of "Ginxs Baby." 

2 vols. 

A Plot of the Present Bay. By Kate Hope. 3 vols. 

Black Abbey. By M, Crommelin, Author of "Queenie," &c. 

3 vols. 

Flower o* the Broom. By the Author of "Rare Pale Margaret,*' 

3 vols. 
The Grandidiers : A Tale of Berlin. Translated from the German 

by Captain Wm. Savile. 3 vols. 
Errant : A Life Story of Latter-Day Chivalry. By Percy Greg, 

Author of ** Across the Zodiac," &c. 3 vols. 
Fancy Free. By C. Gibbon. 3 vols. 
The Stillwater Tragedy. By J. B. Aldrich. 
Prince Fortane and Prince Fatal. By Mrs. CarringT0N« 

Author of •* My Cousin Maurice,*' &a 3 vols. 
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New Novels {continued) : — 

An English Squire. By C. B. Coleridge, Author of "Lady 

Betty,*' * * Hanbury Wills/' &c. 3 vols. 
Christowell. By R. D. Blackmore. 3 vols. 
Mr. Caroli. By Miss Seguin. 3 vols. 
David Broome, Artist. By Miss O'Reilly. 3 vols. 
Braes of Yarrow. By Chas. Gibbon. 3 vols. 

Nice and Her Neighbours, By the Rev. Canon Hole, Author 

of ** A Book about Roses," ** A Little Tour in Ireland," &c Small 
4to, with numerous choice Illustrations, izr. dd. 

Noble Words and Noble Deeds, From the French of E. Muller. 

Containing many Full-page Illustrations by Philippoteaux. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, *]s, dd, ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5j. 

North American Review {The). Monthly, price 2s, 6d. 
Nothing to Wear ; and Two Millions, By W. A. Butler. 

New Edition. Small post 8vo, in stiff coloured wrapper, \s. 

Nursery Playmates {Prince of ), 217 Coloured pictures for 
Children by eminent Artists. Folio, in coloured boards, 6f. 



QBERAAfMERGAU Passion Play, See "Art in the 

^^ Mountains." 

0*Brien, See " Parh'amentary History" and "Irish Land 

Question." 
OldFashioned Girl, See Alcoit. 



On Horseback through Asia Minor, By Capt. Fred Burnaby, 
Royal Horse Guards, Author of **A Ride to Khiva." 2 vols., 
8vo, with three Maps and Portrait of Author, 6th Edition, 3&r. ; 
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, lOr. 6d, 

Our Little Ones in Heaven, Edited by the Rev. H. Robbins. 
With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Reynolds. Fcap., cloth extra. 
New Edition — the 3rd, with Illustrations, 5j. 

Our Village, By Mary Russell Mxtford. Illustrated with 

Frontispiece Steel Engraving, and 12 full-page and 157 smaller Cuts 
of Figure Subjects and Scenes. Crown 4to, doth, gilt edges, 21s, 

Our Woodland Trees, By F. G. Heath. Large post 8vo, 

cloth, gilt edges, uniform with "Fern World " and " Fern Paradise," 
by the same Author. 8 Coloured Plates (showing leaves of every 
British Tree) and 20 Woodcuts, cloth, gilt edges, 12s, td. Third 
Edition. 
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p A INTERS of All Schools, By Louis Viardot, and other 

^ Writers. 500 pp., super-royal 8vo, 20 Full-page and 70 smaller 
Engravings, cloth extra, 251. A New Edition is issued in Half- 
crown parts, with fifty additional portraits, cloth, gilt edges, 3 is, 6d. 

Painting {A Short History of the British School of). By 
Geo. H. Shepherd. Post 8vo, cloth, 31. (>d, 

Palliser {Mrs,) A History of Lace, from the Earliest Period, 
A New and Revised Edition, with additional cuts and text, upwards 
of 100 Illustrations and coloured Designs. I vol., 8vo, i/. ix. 

■ Historic Devices, Badges, and War Cries, 8vo, i/. \s, 

The China Collector's Pocket Companion, With up- 
wards of 1000 Illustrations of Marks and Monograms. 2nd jEdition, 
with Additions. Small post 8vo, limp cloth, 5x. 

Parliamentary History of the Irish Land Question {The), From 
1829 to 1869, and the Origin and Results of the Ulster Custom. By 
R. Barry O'Brien, Barrister-at-Law, Author of '* The Irish Land 
Question and English Public Opinion." 3rd Edition, corrected and 
revised, with additional matter. Tost 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 

The Right Hon. W. E. GLADSTONE, M.P., in a Letter to the Author, says:— 
'*I thank you for kindly sending me your work, and I hope that the sad and dis- 
creditable story which you have told so well in your narrative of the Irish Land 
Question may be useful at a period when we have more than ever of reason to desire 
that it should be thoroughly understood." 

Pathways of Palestine : a Descriptive Tour through the Holy 
Land. By the Rev. Canon Tristram. Illustrated with 44 per- 
manent Photographs. (The Photographs are large, and most perfect 
Specimens of the Art.) Published in 22 Monthly Parts, 4to^ in 
Wrapper, 2s, 6d. each. 

"... The Photographs which illustrate these pages may justly claim, as works 
of art, to be the most admirably executed views which have been produced. . . . 

"As the writer is on the pQUit of jau^ing 'a*fotllfth visit of exploration to th9 
co u aty , any new discoveries which come under observation will bo at once iocor* 
porated in this work." 

Peasant Life in the West of England, By Francis George 
Heath, Author of ** Sylvan Spring,*' "The Fern World.*' Crown 
8vo, about 350 pp. , lOf. 6d, 

Petites Leqons de Conversation et de Grammaire: Oral and 
Conversational Method ; being Lessons introducing the most Useful 
Topics of Conversation, upon an entirely new principle, &c. B^ 
F. J u LI EN, French Master at King Edward the Sixth's School, 
Birmingham. Author of "The Student's French Examiner," " First 
Steps in Conversational French Grammar," which see. 

Phillips (Z.) Dictionary of Biographical Refererue. Zso^ 
i/. 1 1 J. 6^. 

Photography {History and Handbook of). See Tissandier. 
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Physical Treatise on Electricity and Magnetism, By J. E. H. 
Gordon, B.A. With about 200 coloured, full-page, and other 
Illustrations. Among the newer portions of the work may be. 
enumerated : All the more recent investigations on Striae by Spottis- 
woode, De la Rue, Moulton, &c., an account of Mr. Crooke's recent 
researches ; full descriptions and pictures of all the modern Magnetic 
Survey Instruments now used at KeW Observatory ; full accounts of 
all the modem work on Specific Inductive Capacity, and of the more 
. recent determination of the ratio of Electric units (v). In respect to 
the number and beauty of the Illustrations, the work is quite unique. 
2 vols., 8vo, 36^. 

Pinto {Major Serpa). See " How I Crossed Africa." 
PlutarcKs Lives, An Entirely New and Library Edition. 

Edited by A. H. Clough, Esq. J vols., 8vo, 2/. lor. ; half-morocco, 
gilt top, 3/. Also in I vol., royal 8vo, 800 pp., cloth extra, i8j. ; 
half-bound, 2IJ. 

Poems of the Lnner Life, A New Edition, Revised, with many 
additional Poems. Small post 8vo, cloth, 5^. 

Poganuc People: their Loves and Lives, By Mrs. Beecher 
Stowe. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6^. 

Polar Expeditions, See Koldewey, Markham, MacGahan, 
and Nares. 

Poynter {Edward J,^ P,A.), See " Illustrated Text-books." 

Practical {A) Handbook to the Principal Schools of England, 
I3y C. E. Pascoe. New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3^. dd, 

Prejevalsky {N, M.) From Kulja, across the Tian Shan to Lob- 
nor. Translated by E. DElmar Morgan, F.R.G.S. Demy 8vo, 
with a Map. i6j. 

Primitive Folk Moots ; or. Open- Air Assemblies in Britain, 
By George Laurence Gomme, F.S.A., Honorary Secretary to the 
Folk-Lore Society, Author of '* Index of Municipal Offices." i vol., 
crown 8vo, cloth, I2j. 

This work deals with an earlier phase of the history of English 
Institutions than has yet been attempted. 

Publisher^ Circular (The)^ and General Record of British and 
Foreign Literature. Published on the ist and 15th of every Month, yi, 

Pyrenees {The), By Henry Blackburn. With 100 Illustra- 
tions by GusTAVE Dore, a New Map of Routes, and Infonnation for 
Travellers, corrected to 1 88 1. With a description of Lourdes in 1880. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, *is, td. 
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JDAMBA UD {Alfred), History of Russia^ from its Origin 
-* *• to the Year 1877. With Six Maps. Translated by Mrs. L. B. 
I fi ,2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 38^. 

Recollections of Writers, By Charles and Mary Cowden 

Clarke. Authors of ** The Concordance to Shakespeare," &c ; 
with Letters of Charles Lamb, Leigh Hunt, Douglas Jerrold, 
and Charles Dickens ; and a Preface by Mary Cowden Clarke. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, los, 6d. 

Remusat {Madame de). See " Memoirs of." 

Robinson {Phil), See " In my Indian Garden," " Under the 
Punkali." 

Rochefoucauld s Reflections, Bayard Series, 2s, 6d, 

Rogers {S,) Pleasures of Memory, See " Choice Editions of 
Choice Books." 2J. dd. 

Rose in Bloom, See Alcott. 

The Rose Library, Popular Literature of all countries. Each 
volume, I J. ; cloth, 25, dd. Many of the Volumes are Illustrated — 

1. Sea-GuU Bock. By Jules Sandeau. Illustrated. 

2. Little Women. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

3. Little Women Wedded. Forming a Sequel to "Little Women." 

4. The House on Wheels. By Madame de Stolz. Illustrated. 

5. Little Men. By Louisa M. Alcott. Dble. vol., 2s, ; cloth, 3^. (id, 

6. The Old-Fashioned CHrl. By LouiSA M. Alcott. Double 

vol., 2J. ; cloth, 31. 6</. 

7. The lUUstress of the Manse. By J. G. Holland. 

8. Timothy Titcomb's Letters to ToTingr People, Singrle and 

Married. 

9. TJndine, and the Two Captains. By Baron De La Mottb 

FouQUfi. A New Translation by F. E. Bunnett. Illustrated. 

10. Draxy Miller's Dowry, and the Elder's Wife. By Saxe 

Holm. 

11. The Four Gold Pieces. By Madame GouRAUD. Numerous 

Illustrations. 

12. Work. A Story of Experience. First Portion. By Louisa M. 

Alcott. 

13. Begrlnningr A^raln. Being a Continuation of "Work." By 

Louisa M. Alcott. 

14. Picciola; or, the Prison Flower. By X. B. Saintine. 

Numeron*^ Graphic Illustrations. 
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The Rose Library {continued) : — 

15. Robert's Holidays. Illustrated. 

16. The Two Children of St. Dominaro. Numerous Illustrations. 

1 7. Aunt Jo's Scrap Baar. 

18. Stowe (Mrs. H, B.) The Pearl of Orr's Island. 
19. The Minister's Wooinff. 

20. Betty's Briffht Idea. 

21. ■ The Qhost in the Mill. 

22. — — Captain Kidd's Money. 

23. We and our Neierhhours. Double vol., 2s, 

24. — My Wife and I. Double vol., 2j. ; cloth, gilt, 3J. 6d, 

25. Hans Brinker ; or, the Silver Skates. 

26. Lowell's My Study Window. 

27. Holmes (O. W.) The Ghiardian An^l. 

28. Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a G-arden. 

29. Hitherto. By the Author of ** The Gay worthys." 2 vols. , is, each. 

30. Helen's Babies. By their Latest Victim. 

31. The Barton Experiment. By the Author of " Helen's Babies." 

32. Dred. By Mrs. Beecher Stowe. Double vol., 2s, ; cloth, 

gilt, 3J. 6d, 

33. Warner (O. D.) In the Wilderness. 

34. Six to One. A Seaside Story. 

35. Nothing to Wear, and Two Millions. 

36. Farm Ballads. By Will Carleton. 

Russell {W, Clarke), See "A Sailor's Sweetheart," 3 vols., 
3 1 J. 6d. ; "Wreck of the Grosvenor," 6s, ; "John Holdsworth (Chief 
Mate)," dr. 

Russell {W, H,, LL,D,) The Tour of the Prince of Wales in 
India. By W. H. Russell, LL.D. Fully Illustrated by Sydney 
P. Hall, M.A. Super-royal 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 52J. 6</.; 
Large Paper Edition, 84r. 

CANCTA Christina: a Story of t/ie First Century, By 
^ Eleanor E. Orlebar. With a Preface by the Bishop of Winchester. 
Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 5j. 

Seonee : Sporting in the Satpura Range of Central India, and in 
the Valley of the Nerbudda. By R. A. Sterndale, F.R.G.S. 8vo, 
with numerous Illustrations, 2is, 

Seven Years in South Africa : Travels, Researches, and Hunting 

Adventures between the Diamond-Fields and the Zambesi (1872 — 
1879). ^y I^r- Emil Holub. With over 100 Original Illustrations 
and 4 Maps. In 2 vols., demy 8vOy cloth extra, 42J. 
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Serpent Charmer {The) : a Tale of the Indian Mutiny. By 

Louis Rousselet, Author of "India and its Native Princes." 
Numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7^. (>d. \ 
plainer binding, 5j. 

SJiakespeare {The Boudoir^, Edited by Henry Cundell. 

Carefully bracketted for reading aloud ; freed from all objectionable 
-matter, and altogether free from notes. Price 25, 6d, each volume, 
cloth extra, gilt edges. Contents : — Vol I., Cymbeiine — Merchant of 
Venice. Each play separately, paper cover, is. Vol. II., As You 
Like It — King Lear — Much Ado about Nothing. Vol. III., Romeo 
and Juliet — Twelfth Night — ^King John. The latter six plays sepa- 
rately, paper cover, 9</. 

Shakespeare Key {The), Forming a Companion to "The 
Complete Concordance to Shakespeare." By Charles and Mary 
CowDEN Clarke. Demy 8vo, 800 pp., 21s, 

SJuwting: its Appliances^ Practice, and Purpose, By James 
Dalziel Dougall, F.S.A., F.Z.A., Author of "Scottish Field 
Sports,'' &C. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, lar. 6d, 

"The book is admirable in every way. .... We wish it every success.** — Glebe, 

"A very complete treatise Likely to take high rank as an authority on 

•hooting/ —Z7a(^ News, 

Silent Hour ( Ihe), See « Gentle Life Series." 

Silver Pitchers. See Alcott. 

Siffion {yules). See " Government of M. Thiers." 

Six to One, A Seaside Story. i6mo, boards, is. 

Smith {G.) Assyrian Explorations and Discoveries, By the late 
George Smith. Illustrated by Photographs and Woodcuts. Demy 
8vo, 6th Edition, i8j. 

The Chaldean Account of Genesis, By the late 

G. Smith, of the Department of Oriental Antiquities, British Museum. 
With many Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 6th Edition, idr* 

■ ■ An entirely New Edition, completely revised and re- 

written by the Rev* Professor Sayce, Queen's College, Oxford. 
Demy 8vo, i&r. 

Snow-Shoes and Canoes; or, the Adventures of a Fur-Hunter 

in the Hudson's Bay Territory. By W. H. G. KrNGSTON. 2nd 
Edition. With numerous Illustrations. Square crown Svo^ doth 
extra, gilt edges, 7^. 6J, ; plainer binding, 5j>. 
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Songs and Etchings in Shade and Sunshine, By J. E. G. 
Illustrated with 44 Etchings. Small 4to, cloth, gilt tops, 25^. 

South African Campaign^ 1879 {Tlii). Compiled by J. P. 

MACKINNON (foi-merly 72nd Highlanders), and S. H. Shadbolt ; 
and dedicated, by permission, to Field-Marshal H.R.H. The Duke 
of Cambridge. 4to, handsomely bound in cloth extra, 2/. lOr. 

South Kensington Museum, Published, with the sanction of 
the Science and Art Department, in Monthly Parts, each con- 
taining 8 Plates, price u. Volume I., containing 12 numbers, hand- 
somely bound, I dr. 

Stanley {H, M.) How I Found Livingstone, Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, *js, 6d. ; large Paper Edition, loj. 6d, 

^^My KalulUy^ Prince^ Kingy and Slave, A Story 

from Central Africa. Crown 8vo, about 430 pp. , with numerous graphic 
Illustrations, after Original Designs by the Author. Cloth, *js, 6d, 

Coomassie and Magdala, A Story of Two British 

Campaigns in Africa. Demy 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, t6j. 

Through the Dark Continent^ which see. 



Story of a Mountain {The), By E. Reclus. Translated by 
Bertha Ness. 8vo, with Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt edges, 
*js, td. 

Story of a Soldier's Life {The) ; or, Peace, War, and Mutiny, 
By Lieut.-General John Alexander Ewart, C.B., Aide-de-Camp 
to the Queen from 1859 to 1872. 2 vols., demy 8vo, with Illustra- 
tions. 

Story of the Zulu Campaign {The), By Major Ashe (late 

King's Dragoon Guards), and Captain the Hon. E, V. Wyatt- 
Edgell (late 17th Lancers, killed at Ulundi). Dedicated by special 
permission to Her Imperial Highness the Empress Eugenie. 8vo, i6j. 

Story without an End, From the German of Carovd, by the late 
Mrs. Sarah T. Austin. Crown 410, with 15 Exquisite Drawings 
by E. V. B., printed in Colours in Fac-simile of the original Water 
Colours ; and numerous other Illustrations. New Edition, 7^. dd, 

square 4to, with Illustrations by Harvey, is, 6d, 



Sto7ve {Mrs, Beecher) Dred, Cheap Edition, boards, 2s, Cloth, 
gilt edges, 3J. 6^. 



SiiTwe (Mrs. Beuher) FooMefs cf the MasUr. With Illastra- 
tioos and red boidcn. Small past Sto^ doth cztray 6ir. 

— ^— Geography^ with 60 Uliistrations. Square doth, 4^. ^d, 
LitiU Foxes, Cheap Edition, xs.\ libraiy Edition, 



4J. 6k/. 

Bdtfs Bright Idea. \s. 



My Wife and I; or^ Harry Hendersaiis History, 

Small post 8to, doth extra, 6f.* 

Minister's Wooing. 55.; Copyright Series, ix. 6/f.; cL, 2j.* 

— Old Town Folk. 6j.; Cheap Edition, 2J. 6//. 

— 0/</ 7I?zwi Fireside Stories, Cloth extra, 3J. 6d. 

'^^ Our Folks at Pogamu, 10s. 6d, 



We and our Neighbours, i vol., small post 8vo, 6s, 

Sequel to "My Wife and I."* 



Pink and White Tyranny, Small post 8vo, 3J. 6d, 



Cheap Edition, ix. (id, and zr. 

— Queer Little People, is. ; cloth, 2s, 

Chimney Comer, \s,\ cloth, \s, 6d, 

The Pearl of Orr's Island, Crown 8yo, 5 j.* 

Little Pussey Willow. Fcap., 2s. 



Woman in Sacred History. Illustrated with 15 

Chromo-lithographs and about 200 pages of Letterpress. Dem 
4t0y cloth extra, gilt edges, 25^. 

Studenfs French Examiner. By F. Julien, Author of " Petites 
Le9onsde Conversation etdeGrammaire." Square crown 8vo, cloth, 2j 

Studies in German Literature. By Bayard Taylor. Edited 
by Marie Taylor. With an Introduction by the Hon. Georgs 
H. BoKER. 8vo, cloth extra, \os, 6d, 

* See alto Rose Libnuy. 
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Studies in the Theory of Descent, By Dr. Aug. Weismann, 

Professor in the University of Freiburg. Translated and edited by 
Raphael Meldola, F.C.S., Secretary of the Entomological Society 
of London. Part I. — " On the Seasonal Dimorphism of Butterflies, 
containing Original Communications by Mr. W. H. Edwards, of 
Coalbuigh. With two Coloured Plates. Price of Part. I. (to Sub- 
scribers for the whole work only), 8j ; Part 11. (6 coloured plates), i&r. ; 
Part III., dr. 

Sttgar Beet {The), Including a History of the Beet Sugar 

Industry in Europe, Varieties of the Sugar Beet, Examination, Soils, 
Tillage, Seeds and Sowing, Yield and Cost of Cultivation, Harvesting, 
Transportation, Conservation, Feeding Qualities of the Beet and of 
the Pulp, &c. By L. S. Ware. Illustrated. 8vo, cloth extra, 21J. 

Sullivan {A. M., M,F,). See " New Ireland." 

Sulphuric Acid (A Practical Treatise on the Manufacture of). 

By A. G. and C. G. Lock, Consulting Chemical Engineers. With 
77 Construction Plates, and other Illustrations. Royal 8vo, 2/. izr. 6</. 

Sumner {Hon, Charles), See Life and Letters. 

Sunrise: A Story of These Times, By William Black, 

Author of ** A Daughter of Heth," &c. 3 vols., 3IJ. 6d?. 

SurgeorCs Handbook on the Treatment of Wounded in War, By 
Dr. Friedrich Esmarch, Professor of Surgery in the University of 
Kiel, and Surgeon-General to the Prussian Army. Translated by 
H. H. Glutton, B.A. Cantab, F.R.C.S. Numerous Coloured 
Plates and Illustrations, 8vo, strongly bound in flexible leather, i/. %s. 

Sylvan Spring, By Francis George Heath. Illustrated by 

12 Coloured Plates, drawn by F. E. Hulme, F.L.S., Arlist and 
Author of ** Familiar Wild Flowers;" by 16 full-page, and more than 
100 other Wood Engravings. Large post 8yo, cloth, gilt edges, I2J. dd. 



'T'AUCHNITZS English Editions of German Authors, 
-^ Each volume, cloth flexible, 2s, \ or sewed, is, 6d, (Catalogues post 
free on application.) 

{£,) German and English Dictionary, Cloth, is, 6d,; 



roan, 2s, 



2s, 6d, 



French and English. Paper, \s, 6d, ; cloth, 2s, ; roan 
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Tauchnitz (B.) Italian and English Dictionary. Paper, ix. 6^.; 
doth, 2J. ; roan, 2x. 6^. 

Spanish and English, Paper, \s, 6d, ; cloth, 2's. ; roan. 



AT. 6d. 

— New Testament. Cloth, 2x. ; gilt, 2f. 6^. 



Taylor {Bayard). See " Studies in German Literature.** 

Through America ; or^ Nine Months in the United States. By 
W. G. Marshall, M.A. With nearly 100 Woodcuts of Views of 
Utah country and the famous Yosemite Valley ; The Giant Trees, 
New York, Niagara, San Francisco, &c.; containing a full account 
of Mormon Life, as noted by the Author during his visits to Salt Lake 
City in 1878 and 1879. In I vol., demy 8vo, 21s. 

Tlirough the Dark Continent: The Sources of the Nile; Around 
the Great Lakes, and down the Congo. By Henry M. Stanley. 
2 vols., demy 8vo, containing 150 Full-page and other Illustrations, 
2 Portraits of the Author, and 10 Maps, 42J. Seventh Thousand. 
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, with some of the Illustrations and Maps. 
I vol., I2J. dd. 

Tbur of the Prince of Wales in India. See Russell. 

Trees and Ferns. By F. G. Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 
edges, with numerous Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Thvo Friends. By Lucien Biart, Author of "Adventures of 
a Young Naturalist," " My Rambles in the New World," &c. Small 
post 8vo, numerous Illustrations, gilt edges, *ls. 6d. ; plainer binding, 5^. 

7 WO Supercargoes {The) ; or^ Adventures in Savage Africa. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. Numerous Full-page Illustrations. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7x. dd. \ plainer binding, 5J. 



TTNDER the Punkah. By Phil Robinson, Author of "In 

^ my Indian Garden," Crown 8vo, limp cloth, uniform with the 
above, 3J. 6^. 

Up and Down J or. Fifty Years^ Experiences in Australia^ 

California, New Zealand, India, China, and the South Pacific, 
Being the Life History of Capt W. J. Barry. Written by Himsel£. 
With several Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8j. 6d. 
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BOOKS BY JULES VERNE. 



LiBOi Oeowv 8to . • . 



WOBKB. 



Twonty Thousand Leagues 

under the Sea. Fart I. 

Ditto. Part IL 

Hector Senradao . . . 

The Fur Country . . . 

From the Earth to the 
Moon and a Trip round 
it 

Michael Strogoff, the 
Courier of the Czar . . 

Dick Sands, the B07 
Captain 

Five Weeks in a Balloon . 

Adventures of Three En- 
glishmen and Three 
Russians ..... 

Around the World in 
Eighty Days .... 

A Floating City .... 

The Blockade Runners . 

Dr. Ox's Experiment • . 

Master Zacharius . . • 

A Drama in the Air . . 

A Winter amid the Ice • 

The Survivors of the 
"Chancellor". . . . 

Martin Paz 

Th8 Mysterious Island, 
3 vols. : — * 

Vol. I. Dropped from the 
Clouds . ..... 

Vol. II. Abandoned . . 

Vol. in. Secret of the Is- 
land 

The Child of the Cavern . 

The Begum's Fortune . . 

The Tribulations of a 
Chinaman 

The Steam House,2 vols.:— 

Vol. I. The Demon of Cawn- 
pore . 

Vol. II. Tigers and Traitors 



f Oontaining 860 to 000 pp. 
< and firom 60 to 100 
[^ fhll-page illustrations. 



In very 
handsome 
doth bind- 
ing, gilt 
edges. 



8, d. 

i 10 6 

10 6 

10 6 

' 10 6 

} 10 6 
} 



I 



10 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 

22 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 

7 6 



In 

I)lainer 

binding, 

plain 

edges. 



8» d, 

6 

5 

5 

5 

5 

5 

3 6 

3 6 

3 6 



3 


6 


3 


6 


3 


6 


10 


6 



3 6 

3 6 

3 6 

3 6 



Oontaining the whole of the 
text with some iUostratloxis. 



In cloth 

binding, gilt 

edges, 

smaller 

type. 



«. d. 

3 6 



3 6 

2 vols., 2«. 
each. 
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2 
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120 

I 2 

2 

» 2 

} 2 

6 
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Coloured Boards. 



2 vols., Is. each. 

2 vols.. Is, each. 
2 vols., Is. each. 



«. d, 

1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

2 vols. Is. each. 

1 

• 3 

1 

1 

1 



GBLXBXAnn Tbivbls Airn Tbavxllbbs. 8 vols. Demy 8vo, 600 pp., upwards of 100 
ftOl-page illustrations, 12«. 6i. ; gilt edges, 14*. each :— 
(11 Thx Exploxatiov ov thx Wobld. 
(2) Thb Qbbat Natioatoxs o* xhb EieHTBBKiR Obvtub^ 
^3) Tax Gbbat Explobxbs ov thb Kutbibbittk Cbhxvbt. 
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"U/ALLER (Rev, C. M) The Nanus on the Gates of Pearl, 
'^'^ and other Studies. By the Rev. C. H. Waller, M. A. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 



A Grammar and Aftalytical Vocabulary of the Words in 

the Greek Testament. Compiled from Briider*s Concordance. For 
the use of Divinity Students and Greek Testament Classes. By the 
Rev. C. H. Waller, M. A. Part I., The Grammar. Small post 8vo, 
cloth, 2J. dd. Part II. The Vocabulaiy, 2j. 6^. 



' Adoption and the Covenant. Some Thoughts on 

Confirmation. Super-royal i6mo, cloth limp, 2j. 6d, 

Warner (C. I?,) My Summer in a Garden, Rose Librar}'^^ \s. 

Back-log Studies, Boards, 15. 6//. ; cloth, 2s. 

" In the Wilderness, Rose Library, is. 



- Mummies and Moslems, 8vo, cloth, 12^. 



Weaving, See " History and Principles." 

Wills, A Few Hints on Proving, witliout Professional Assistance. 
By a Probate Court Official. 5th Edition, revised with Forms 
of Wills, Residuary Accounts, &c Fcap. Svo, cloth limp, is. 

With Axe and Rifle on the Western Prairies. By W. H. G. 

Kingston. With numerous Illustrations, square crown Svo, cloth 
extra, gilt edges, 7^. 6d. ; plainer binding, 5^. 

Woolsey (C, D., LL.D.) Introduction to the Study of Inter- 
national Law ; designed as an Aid in Teaching and in Historical 
Studies. 5th Edition, demy Svo, iSj. 

Words of Wellington: Maxims and Opinions, Sentences and 
Reflections of the Great Duke, gathered from his Despatches, Letters, 
and Speeches (Bayard Series). 2s, 6d. 

Wreck of the Grosvenor, By W. Clark Russell, Author of 

"John Holdsworth, Chief Mate," " A Sailor's Sweetheart," &c. dr. 
Third and Cheaper Edition. 
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